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Nan 2 


N the year 1761 Mr. Macpherſon publiſhed 
|| the Poem of FinGAL, accompanied with 
other works, tranſlated from the Galic lan- 
guage: of which, a little before ſome frag- 
ments had been printed by the ſame Author. 
The poetical ſpirit, with which thoſe writings 
are animated, excited a general attention, and 


engaged the admiration of perſons of a refined 


taſte in this and other kingdoms. —It was 
ſcarcely imagined that in the remote Age of a 
nation, in which Barbariſm was thought to have 
reigned, any work worthy of public regard 
could be produced : but, on peruſal, the in- 
ferior pieces were found poſſeſt of great poeti- 
cal beauties, while Fix GAL and Temora had 
all the qualities which are the principal cha- 

racteriſtics of an Epic Poem. 
From conſiderations of this kind, very unfa- 
vorable conclufions were deduced — Among 
others, the authenticity of thoſe Poems was 
called in queſtion — It was aflerted, that they 
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were obtruded on the public as the traditionary 
remains of ancient ages, when no ſuch remains 
really exiſted; or at leaſt that they had received 
conſiderable alterations and embelliſhments. 


All imputations of this kind have been ſatis- 
factorily anfwered—Gentlemen have been ap- 
pealed to, who live in the Highlands, who un- 
derſtand the Original, and have often heard 
thoſe Poems recited The 7th book of Temora 
in the Galic language is inſerted in the laſt 


edition, and the Original is depoſited | in the 


Muſeum. 


Whilſt the Editor was thus defending him- 
ſelf, there were not wanting perſons of erudi- 


tion and judgment, who warmly eſpouſed his 
_ cauſe; convinced from internal marks of the 
_ originality of thoſe Poems, they conferred the 


higheſt elogiums on them. 


When the following verſion was made, it was 
on the fixed perſuaſion of their authenticity, no 
leſs than on account of their intrinſic excellency. 


In the firſt ages of ſociety, laws were written, 
_ oracles delivered, and leſſons of moral inſtruc- 


tion given in verſe — In verſe, the renown- 
ed deeds of Patriots, Heroes, and Legiſlators 


were 
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were e recorded Hence gratitude and emulation 
were kindled, and valor excited. 


Poetry, thus calculated for anſwering diffe- 
rent important uſes, became the object of public 
attention. The profeſſors of it conſtituted a 
diſtinct claſs, and heroes of illuſtrious rank, and 
pooſſeſt of ſupreme power, often added this ac- 
compliſhment to their other titles. 


In Greece, indeed, it appears, that when | 
Homer and Heſiod immortalized their names, 
the Rhapſodiſts, though much in repute, were 
rather of an inferior rank. But it has been ima- 
gined, that this was a degradation of their ori- 
ginal characters; and that they were of greater 
dignity in more ancient ages, when Muſzus, 
Orpheus, and other drum vates th Horace 
terms them) exerciſed it, 


Poetry, however, was no where more culti- 
vated and encouraged, than among the ancient 
 Goths, Vandals, and other northern nations : 
In the countries inhabited by them the Runic 
Poetry had its origin, and the Scaldi, an order 
wholly devoted to the ſtudy and practice of it, 
were perſons of the moſt diſtinguiſhed rank. 

In Ireland, the fame profeſſion had even a 
ſuperior degree of dignity and pre-eminence ; 
and 
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and it appears by inconteſtible evidence, that in 
early ages, the ſame inſtitutions and cuſtoms 
prevailed in Scotland, which were eſtabliſhed 
in the other Celtic nations. 


The time when Fix AL reigned, cannot 
perhaps be perciſely aſcertained. —Mr. Mac- 
pherſon imagines that * Caracalla was defeated 
by him in the year 211. In whatever age the 
expedition (which is the ſubject of the follow- 
ing Poem) was made, it appears that Offian, 
his ſon, perſonally attended him, both as a 
Bard and Warrior. This Poem probably had 
its origin from recitements made at public feſ- 
tivals, ſoon after the conclufion of the war; 
and the Author digeſted at leiſure hours, what 
he had repeated perhaps extempore, into its 
preſent form. A monument of filial piety and 
national honor, no leſs than of his own fub- 
lime genius! 


Not only in this, but likewiſe in his other 
Poems, may be found a frequent tranſition from 
Narrative to Ode—A ſingularity, in which he 
greatly differs from the Grecian bard; for Homer 
brought Epic Poetry to its higheſt perfection, 
andrefrained from blending them together. 


* See the firſt Note on Camala. wa 
Offian 
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Offian is remarkable for energy of expreſſion 
and fimplicity of ftyle.—We, who live in a 
| Rate of poliſhed life, frequently indulge our- 
ſelves in frivolous conceits, far-fetch'd allufions, 
and thus degenerate into a falſe ſublime. The 
rude ſcenes of Nature, {© exquiſitely painted 
by Offian, would not affect a modern writer in 
| the ſame manner, and conſequently could not 
de ſo expreſſively deſcribed by him. His cha- 
neacters are ſuſtained with ſpirit and propriety— 
Their ſpeeches, ſuch as muſt neceffarily pro- 
ceed from the feelings of the human breaſt, 
untaught by Science, and uncultivated by Art— 
Their language is the language of Nature, and 
their alluſions taken from objects CY 
before them. 


It is koped that the preſent attempt needs no 
apology.—One of the firſt Authors, who writ 
remarks on the Original, obſerved, © That 
though the Tranſlation was excellent, it were to 
be wiſhed that it had been in Verſe rather than 
in Proſe.— The Tranſlator himſelf, in ſome 
notes on thoſe Poems, expreſſed his ſenſe of 

this, and judged that the harmony of verſifica- 


tion was wanting at leaſt to the I Petr of 
Offian's Poems. 


To 
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To thoſe who are well acquainted with the 
Original, the following Verſion may appear to 
have too modern an air; to others who are not, 
it may ſeem too antiquated. The Author en- 
deavoured to keep between the two extremes ; 
but hopes he has not departed from the ſimpli- 
city of the Original, which makes one of its 
peculiar beauties. He would obſerve, that a 
Poet cut off from the heathen Deities, and all 
alluſions to them—from the ſciences, and all 
the improvements of a poliſhed ſtate of ſociety 
from all the arts, one or two of the moſt 


ſimple only excepted—obliged- to reje& all ex- 


preffions that allude to them, and to diveſt him- 

ſelf of many pre-conceived ideas as unſuitable 

to the ſtate of ſociety in thoſe Times—has dif- 

fliculties to ſtruggle with, that can only be ima- 
gined by thoſe who have felt them. 


FINGAL. 


MAGINATION, mighty power! 
Where doſt thou guide my 1 roving mind ? 
1 By time, by diftance unconfin'd 


On Fancy's rapid wings I fly 
To Morven 8 coaſt, where moun tains tower, 
And dev the lends that roll on high. 
Before my view the dark-brown heath extends, 
From reed-erown*d lakes the creeping miſts exhale ; ; 


1 Down the rock burſting, the rude ſtream deſcends, 


And foams along the ſolitary vale. 
B Cona 
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Cona, thy waters murmur in my ear! 


Selma, thy halls unfold ! 


There fits FinGAL :—the chiefs of old 


Gaze on the ruler of the war. 
One vaunts his proweſs in the field, 
Another lifts his riven ſhield, 
Or ſhews the deep-indented ſcar. 
High ofer the reſt the fon of ſongs, 


Oſſian deſcended from a race of kings, 


Conſpicuous ſtands : to whom belongs 
The praiſe of warriors : to the ground 

He deeply-muſing bends his eyes— 
Behold ! the royal Bard ariſe, 

Behold! he ſhakes the eagle-plumes, 


His Kilful hand the harp affumes, 
He lightly ſweeps the tuneful ſtrings, 
And wakes the pleaſing ſound. 


With which his burniſh'd helm is crown'd : 


Hark 
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Hark! he pours the martial ſong, 
_ His braye compeers around him throng, 


To hear the ſtrain ſublime : 
And whilſt his animating lays 


Proclaim their fame in other days, | 


Their deeds in ancient time: 
Each war-worn chief inglorious eaſe diſdains, 
Pants for the din of fight, and thick-embartled plains, 


Again inſpir'd with glory's charms, : 
The fiery warriors call to arms 


- win immortal praiſe : 


Each hopes to gain a deathleſs name, 


To live renown'd, or die with fame, 
The theme of future days. 
Each graſps his ſword, each ſhakes iis moony ſhield, 
And the bright mail pours lightning o'er the field. 
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Softer now thy numbers flow, 
Slowly rolls the plaintive Strain; 
See, the firſt of Heroes low! 
See, the mighty Morar ſlain! 
From the tender virgin's eyes 
Fall the pearly drops of woe ; 
See, her boſom throbbs with ſighs, 
Sorrow ſwells her breaſt of ſnow. 


8 Yon moſſy ſtones that riſe above the heath, 
Beſide the blaſted oak that towers on high, 
Mark to the hunters view the cave of death, 
Where chiefs renown'd in former ages lie: 
There reſts brave Morar Lt untimely doom, 
Thy aged fire, and mournful friends deplore. 


How vain their ſorrow !—in the filent tomb 


The mighty Morar fleeps, to riſe no more 
$ Vid. the ſongs of Selma. 
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| 
f 
| 
l 
1 


* 
Like him, ye warriors! you muſt paſs away, 


Like him you ſhine the glory of the plain: 


In time your ſtrength will fail, your tombs decay, 


And no memorial of your fame remain. 


The melting lay their rage controuls, 
1 And calms to peace their furious ſouls: 
Thy charms, deſtructive fame! inſpire 
Their breaſts no more with martial fire: 
Each hero NES ſome breathleſs fri:nd, 
Compaſſion's tender tears deſcend: 
Their arms beſtrew the duſty plain, 
The falchion thirſts for blood in vain. 


'Oh! who like thee could feel for other's woe, 


And to thy ſtrains the heart-felt thought impart, 


In plaintive numbers bid them wildly flow, 


And melt the ſoul beyond the power of art! 
B 3 1 On 
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On thee her darling ſon, fair Fancy ſmiles, 
Her bright ideal ſcenes diſplays ; 
She ſtrongly paints them in thy mind, 
And pours them in thy daring lays. 
The ſons of glory battle-ſlain, 
From thee receive the plauſive Song: 
They quit the blood-empurpled plain; 
Around them meteors gleam ; 
The ruddy-flaming beam | 
Skirts the dark clouds on vic they ſail along. 
Bchold their airy halls! 
Bedropt with fire the roofs ann: 5 
In dimly-gleaming arms they ſtand, 
| The ſhells half-viewleſs in their hand: 
Beneath the clouds of darkneſs roll, 
Their words pervade thy liſt'ning ear, 
And fink into thy thoughtful ſoul. 


wa ow Hoe. 
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See! Loda's gloomy form advance, 
On high he lifts his ſhadowy lance. 
Within his hand the tempeſts lour, 
The blaſt of death his noſtrils pour : 
Like flames his baleful eyes 

Appel the valiant—from the fight 

| They turn before the blaſting light; 
His hollow voice like thunder ſhakes the ſkies, 


Slowly he moves along, exulting in his might. 


Vain are thy terrors, dreadful ſhade ! 
Lo! Mor ven s king defies aloud 
Thy utmoſt force—His gleaming blade 
Winds thro' the murky cloud. 
The form falls ſhapeleſs into air : 
His direful ſhrieks the billows hear, 
And top their rapid courſe with fear. 
The hundred rocks of Iniſtore reply, 
As roll'd into himſelf he mounts the darken'd ſky. 
* Camithwa. 


How 
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Ho ſweetly flows I thy lateſt ſtrain? when borne 
on heav'ns curPd clouds appears thy hoary ſire; 
| Bright pearly drops the laughing fields adorn, 
| The eaſtern clouds are treak'd with purple fire : 
The opening flower perfumes the breath of morn. 
All zutuee's clad in beanty's — 
To thee the winds his feeble voice convey ; 


Come to my airy halls away! 

Silent are now our martial plains ; 
Our glory in the ſong remains. 
Come to my airy halls, ſad Offian! come away. 


Ceaſe feeble muſe ! oy imitation vain 
And thou, O Bard! forgive th enervate ſtrain. 
My numbers rude debaſe thy matchleſs lays, 
And meck the great original they praiſe. 


1 Berrathon. 
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ru Hiſtory previous to the opening of the 
Poem in this. Abo, ſupreme king of 
* Feland dying at Temora, the royal palace of the 


© Triſh kings, was ſucceeded by Cormac his fon, a 


© the Hebrides, being at that time famous for his 
great exploits, was in a convention of the petty 
* kings then aſſembled, unanimouſly choſen Guar- 
_ © dian to the young king. He had not managed 
the affairs of Cormac long, when news was 
brought him that Swaran king of Lochlin (i. e. 
Scandinavia) intended to invade Ireland. Cuchallin 
* immediately deſired affiſtance from Fingal king 
© of thoſe Caledonians who inhabited the weſtern 
| © coaſts of Scotland. He, as well from a principle 
of generoſicy, as from his connections with the 
© royal family of Ireland, reſolved on an expedition 
into that country; but before his arrival the ene- 
my had landed in Uſfer.—Cuchullim in the mean 
time gathered his tribes to Tura, a caſtle in Uſfer, 
© and diſpatched ſcouts along the coaſt to gain the 
< moſt early intelligence of the enemy. Such is the 
* ſituation of affairs when the Poem opens.” 
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ARGUME N T 


Of the FinsT Book. 


UCHULLIN, fitting alone beneath a tree at the 

gate of Tura, the other chiefs being gone on 4 
bunting party, is informed of Swaran's landing, by Mo- | 
ran one of his Scouts. He convenes the Chiefs, a council | 
is beld, and diſputes run high about giving battle to the 
enemy. Connal, his intimate friend, adviſes him to re- 
treat till the arrival of Fingal, but is oppoſed by Cal- 
mar, another of his Chiefs. Cuchullin, willing to fight, 
| follows the opinion of Calmar. Marching towards the 41 
enemy, be miſſes three of his braveſs heroes, Fergus, | 
Duchomar, and Cathbat. Fergus arriving, relates 
to bim the manner of their death, which introduces the 
Epiſode of Morna. The army of Cuchullin is deſcried 
at a diſtance by one of Swaran's Scouts, who deſcribes to 
bim the terrible appearance of that Hero. Swaran en- 
courages bis troops: the armies engage, but night coming 
on, leaves the Victory undecided. Cuchullin, according 
zo the boſpitality of the times, invites Swaran to bis 
feaſt, who ſcornfully rejefs it. Carril, Cuchullin's 
Bard, relates to him the flory of Grudar and Braſſolis. 
A party, by Connal's advice, keep guard to ſecure bim 
from the enemy; which cloſes the aftion of the firſt day. 


EPIC POEM. 


BOOK I. 


Y Tura's walls that brave the ſounding wind, 


His mighty acts revolving in his mind, 
Cuchullin ſate Above the warrior's head, 
An aged oak its moſly branches forend : 

His glittering arms were ſcatter'd on the field, 
| The creſted helm, ſtrong lance, and boſly ſhield. 
RR In 
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In haſte young Þ Moran to the chief drew nigh, 
Fear paled his cheek, in terror roll'd his eye : 
He trembling thus began: On Erin's coaſt, 
The haughty Swaran leads his martial hoſt. 
A croud of heroes round their king appear, 


Each graſps his ſhield, and ſhakes his threat'ning ſpear. 


To him Cuchullin; fears thy reaſon blind, 
And ſwell his numbers in thy erring mind. 
Perchance the chief, on Morven's hills obey'd, 
With all his warriors haſtens to my aid. 


I ſaw their king, the timorous youth replied, 
Above his heroes tower in height of pride : 5 
Tall as the ſnow-top'd hill, when Winter reigns, 
And binds the head - long ſtream in icy chains. 


Like yonder blaſted fir his lance he rear'd; 


And his huge ſhield a riſing moon appear'd: 


One of Cuchullin's ſpies, who was ſtationed on the coaſt of Ullin, te 


give notice of the approach of the enemy, a 
| His 
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His troops around him ſtood, as miſts enſhroud 
The lefty mountain with a fable cloud. * 
Thus I began: Tho? great in arms thy name, 
Yet Erin's ſons are not unknown to fame, 
Many our chicks But loudly he rep'icd, 
Loud as rocks echo to the _ tide : 
Where are the boaſted warriors of thy land, 
Where are thoſe chiefs who dare my rage withſtand ? 
The great F INGALy who reigns where tempeſts pour 
On Morven- 8 cloud-wrapt hills the ſnowy ſhower, 


Alone can meet my fary— —Once we ſtrove 


In fierceſt ſtrength: Our heels o 'cr-tura'd the grove. 


. The ſtrong · baſed mountains ® ſhook beneath our force, 
And ſtreams fled murmuring from their wonted courſe. 
Three days the furious conflict we renew'd 3 

Heroes with fear the dire encounter view'd : 

On the fourth morn I preſs'd the duſty plain— 


W 


* Virgil makes uſe of the ſame bold expreſſion, when he deſcribes Her- 
cules throwing a rock in order to burit open the cavern of Cacus. 
— Diſlultant ripæ, refluitque exterritus amnis. 
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Firmly 1 ftood—Let Erin's leader yield, 
Nor dare oppoſe me in th* embartled field ; 
Leſt dire as ſtorms that roar around the coaſt, 
1 riſe in fury, and conſume his hoſt. 


Periſh the thought ! the daring chief replied, 


Ne'er ſhall Cuchullin yield to Swaran' O pride : : 
The founds of war my glowing foul inflame, 
I live with glory, or I fall with fame. 


My great forefathers us'd in war to wield : 
Erin's brave ſons ſhall hear it from afar, 
The dreadful prelude of approaching war 


Strike with my ſpear the loud reſounding ſhield 


He ſtruck ; the mountains and the rocks rebound, 


Thro' the wide foreſt rolls the echoing ſound: 
The timorous roe flics to the darkſome wood, 


Shuns the green vale, and quits the untaſted flood. 


Fierce 
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683 
Fierce Curach firſt in beaming mail appear'd, 
Connal in air his bloody Javelin rear'd. 


Calmar with tranſport heard the loud alarms, 


Graſp'd his huge lance, and ſtrode in founding arms. 


With ardent ſoul the beauteous Crugal came; 


For war young Favi quits the ſavage game. 
Horrid in arms the dauntleſs Puno moves - 
Cairbar forſakes green Cromla's ſhady g groves. 


Brave Eth from Lena's rapid ſtream deſcends : 
0 er Mora's heath his courſe young Caolt bends, 
Bright as the foam, that when the waters roar, 


The dark-wing' a tempeſt pours on a Cuthon's ſhore. 


E'en now th* aſſembled heroes I behold ! 
Their ſouls are kindled with the wars of old. 


4 Like torrents ruſhing from the hills they came; 


Their dark brows lour, their eyes with fury flame. 

Each graſps his mighty ſword, and wide around 

Gleams the bright mail, and gilds the duſky ground. 
* 


1 
Behind their ſtately chiefs, a numerous throng 
Intent on death and vengeance ruſh along; 
As roll behind the meteor's ruddy light, 
The gathering vapors of the filent night. 
Loud burſts the ſong of war: their arms reſound, 
And ſhady Cromla ecchoes wide around. 
On Lena's heath beſide their chief they ſtand, 
Like mitts e in from the murtty had, 
That o'er the plain by wines tempeſtuous driven, 


Shade the ſteep mountain, and aſcend to heaven. 


Cuchullin thus: — Ye hunters of the deer, 
Behold a nobler ſport! our foes appear 
On the dark wave—ye ſons of battle! ſay 
Shall we ſubmiſſive bow to Lochlin's ſway ? 
Shall we to * Stanno's fon, brave Comal vield, 
And unconteſted quit the glorious field? 
Full oft, my valiant friend : thy fatal ſpear 
Has ſtruck the boldeſt of his hoſt: with fear. 


* Swaran, 
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He calmly thus replied ; The rage of fight, 
And ſhouts of battle give my ſoul delight. 
Still foremoſt in the field has Connal ſtood, 


8 8 1 * 


And dyed his beaming lance in hoſtile blood : 


; Yet is my voice for peace. —Lo! wide around 
The ſhips of Swaran o'er the billows bound : 
High as the foreſt waving in the ſkies, 


And thick as recds that on the waters riſe, 


His numerous maſts appear: his barks contain 
Chiefs fam'd for valor on the marſhall'd plain: 


Himſelf a hoſt !——E'en Morven's king would ſhun 

The dreadful force of Starno's fiery ſon: 

| That mighty warrior, from whoſe direful ſight 
Embattled armies fly in wild affright : 

J Like the light heath before the howling ſtorm, 


When gloomy clouds the front of heaven deform. 


= Hence 


3 

Hence, to thy ſilent hills and vallies fly! 
To him enrag' d fierce Calmar made reply, 
Where never yet the blaze of arms appear'd, 
Nor the loud thunder of the war was heard. 
Fix in the bounding roe thy peaceful ſpear, 
Or with light ſhafts deſtroy the timorous deer. 
But let Cuchullin call aloud to arms, 
And fire his martial hoſt with glory's charms, 
Then ſhall the foe 1 Erin's valor yield, 
And their fam'd warriors preſs the bloody field. 
May tempeſts rife, and whirlwinds roar aloud ! 
Whilſt angry ſpirits in their air-borne cloud, 
Deſtroy my life, if &er the 48 could give 


The mighty tranſports J in war receive ! 


Sage Connal thus; In war I never fled, 

Still flam'd this javelin where the battle bled, 
Spare thy proud vaunt, nor think we can withſtand 
Lechlin's vaſt hot, and Swaran's mighty hand. 

. O fon 
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O fon of Semo! from a timeleſs grave 


Preſerve thy friends; the throne of Cormac ſave. : 
But if for war thou giv'ſt thy daring voice, 
Connal will not oppoſe the generous choice: 

My panting heart ſhall beat with fierce delight, 
And my ſpear glitter in the front of Soke. 


Well haſt thou ſaid, cried Semo's valiant heir, 
War is my choice, for glorious war prepare 
As thunder which precedes refreſhing ſhowers, 
That deck the fruitful vale with blooming flowers, 


Pleaſes the liſt'ning ear; the din of arms 


Delights my ſoul, and hope of glory charms. 


Colle& my heroes !—Let the martial band 
In burniſh'd mail around their leader ſtand , 
As the bright ſun, before the ſtorms ariſe, 


In tenfoid fplendor blazes thro? the ſkies 


Ere from the weil the threat'ning tempeſt roars, 


And bends the caks on Morven's echoing ſhores. 
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Where are my valiant friends, renown'd afar, 
The brave companions of my arm in war? 

Oh ! why does Cathbat ſhun Cuchullin's ſight, 
And ſtern Duch6mar that dark cloud in fight? | 
Why does the ſon of battle, Fergus ſtay ? 

Can he forſake me in war's ſtormy day? 

Swift as a roe he comes—Ah ! what diſtreſs, 
What heart-felt anguiſh does thy ſoul oppreſs? 


To him che chief; With me thy friends deplore! 


Cathbat is fall'n, Duchomar is no more 
Whoſe rage was fatal as the deadly ſteams 

Of Lano's marſh exhal'd by heavenly beams, 
That failing ſlowly FO the peopled vale, 

Bear death and nk. in the tainted gale. 

II- fated Carhbat! beauteous as the ray 

That gilds the eaſt, bright harbinger of day! 


Thy love, thy Morna's fall'n— With ſudden light, 


Thus darts a meteor thro? the clouds of night ; 


The 
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The tranſient beam with grief the trav'ler views, 
And darkling o'er the heath his courſe purſues ! 


To him Cuchullin thus ; O Fergus! tell, 


How, and by whom my brave aſſociates fell. 


The chief replied ; Where towering o'er the glade, 
The mighty oak projects his ample ſhade, 
Beſide the rapid ſtream they ſtrove in fight; 

And Cathbat ſunk beneath his rival's might. 
Swift from the dying youth, elate with pride 


The victor flew, and thus to Morna cried. 


Why in this lonely, grief: inſpiring cell, 
Near the hoarſe- murmuring ſtream does Morna dwell ? 
The aged oak groans to the paſſing blaſt, 
And duſky clouds the front of heaven o'ercaſt : 
The lake's dark waters pour a ſullen ſound ; 


Loud roars the ſtorm; and nature lours around. 
C3 | But 
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But thou art lovely to thy warrior's fight, 


As ſnow that decks the heath with pleaſing light: 


Thy breaſts, like two bright rocks of marble gleam, 
Beſide where Branno rolls his liquid ſtream : 


Thy hair, like miſt that round the mountain plays, 


| jigs | 
Waves to the wind, and glitters in the rays. 
Whence comes Duchomar, thus the fair replies, 
With brow contracted, and indignant eyes? 
Say, haſt thou ſeen on Ullin's ſea-beat coaſt, b 
Lochlin's proud monarch, and his martial hoſt? 
Sternly he anſwer'd ; I this morning flew 
A ſtately deer, which is my Morna's due. 
He wav'd the honors of his head on bigh, 
And ran as ſwiftly as the tempeſts fly. ; 
She mildly thus replied ; Ceaſe, warrior ceaſe ! ; 
Nor with untimely gifts diſturb my peace! | | 
No | 
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No ſoft compaſſion melts thy ſtubborn foul, 
Nor prayers, nor tears thy gloomy mind controul. 
To Cathbat, beauteous youth ! I'll faithful prove; 
While life minds, unchang'd i Morna's love. 
For him I wait—Ah! why does Cathbat ftay ! 


Why, my brave warrior, this unkind delay * 


Long ſhalt thou wait—the furious chief replied, 
With Cathbat's blood my reeking blade is dyed. 
Scorn the weak boy—on me thy love beſtow; 
This arm reſiſtleſs laid the warrior Io W 

Is Cathbat fall'n?— The hapleſs Morna cries, 
Bright as the beams that gild the azure ſkies ! 
Where he ſo oft the bounding deer purſued, 
And in the foremoſt rank of battle ſtood ! 

Dire is thy rage—By thee, relentleſs chief 


My foul is plung'd in ever-quring grief; 
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Yet let me view, and Morna aſks no more, 


Thy ſword ſtill reeking with her Cathbat's gore 


He gave it to her hand—the fraudful maid 
Deep in his boſom plung'd the fatal blade. 
As ſome huge bank that o'er the ſtream impends, 


Worn by the wave, with thund'ring found deſcends : 


The flaſhing waters ſhake the echoing ſhores— 
So falls the chief, and thus the fair implores. 


Morna, I'm ſlain! thy vengeance is complete; 
For Cathbat's death I periſh at thy feet. 
Cold in my breaſt I feel the deadly blade—— 


Haſte thee to Moina—She, unhappy maid! 


Will mourn her warrior's fate, his tomb will raiſe, 


And future times ſhall hear Duchomar's praiſe. 
Oh! I beſeech thee, grant my laſt requeſt, 
And draw the ſword that thrills my tortur'd breaſt 


With 
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With tearful eyes ſhe came—The chief applied 


His vengeful falchion to her ſnowy fide. 
Rolling in death ſhe lay : the purple flood 
Guſh'd from her wound: her hair the floor beſtrew'd : 


Her mournful mrieks reſounded thro' the cave 


Thus fell thy friends; the lovely, and the brave 


peace to the heroes ſouls! Cuchullin ſaid, 
For mighty were the actions of the dead. 
Borne on the clouds of heaven for me engage, 
Direct my ſteps, and fire my ſoul with rage 
But when the days of war, and danger cealſc, 


Thou beauteous Morna, ſooth my ſoul to peace 


Ye ſons of Erin! hear your chief's command : 
Around his thundering car in order ſtand : 


That, ſhall to glorious conqueſt lead the way, 


And ftrike the foe with terror, and diſmay. 


Let three bright lances glitter by my fide, 


As thro” the ranks in martial pomp I ride: 


Soun 
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Soon ſhall yon hoſt our matchleſs valor feel, 


When the war darkens round our beaming ſteel ! 


As foams the rapid torrent, when on high 
Loud thunder rolls, and night involves the ſky ; 
In ſounding arms fo ruſh'd they o'er the plain, 
And ſtern Cuchullin led the daring train. 
The billows thus the mighty whale obey, 
Behind him roaring thro' the ſtormy ſea. 


Locklin's brave monarch heard the din of war, 


Like winter ſtreams reſounding from afar, 


And ftruck his ſhield—the hills, the vallies ring— 


To Arno's fon thus cried the dauntleſs king. 


As with a murmuring noiſe, wing d inſects play 


In the calm evening of a ſummer's day; 
With ſuch a ſound our foes to battle move, 


Or ruſtling winds howl thro? the diſtant grove. 


Haſte where yon hill th extended heath commands, 


See, if from far appear che hoſtile bands. 
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He went, and ſoon the martial hoſt efpied, 


His heart beat high againſt his trembling fide : 
His eye-bails. wieny roll'd—The fear-ſrruck man 


In faultering, broken words his ſpeech began. 


Riſe, Swaran riſe! thy deadly foes advance, 


The ſon of Semo lifts his flaming lance : 


High o'er the troops, borne on his blazing car, 


The hero ſtands, and fires their ſouls to war: 
Wich burniſh'd gold adorn'd, it bends behind 
Like curling waves that ſwell before the wind: 


Embols'd with glittering ſtones, each radiant fide 


Shines like the ſurface of the rolling tide, 


* When the dark waves ar? ting'd with ruddy light, 


And ſparkle round the vefſel of the ni ght. 


This paſſage ſeems to allvde to the lucid appearance which the Sea fre- 


quently exhibits in the nig ht-time.--TIt is ſurpoſ-d to b. owing to an infinite 


number of min:tc ine ds, that float on the furtace of the Waters before 


ſtorms and tempeſts, and appear moſt {uminons when the waves are in the 
greateſt agitation, 


Its 
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Its beam of poliſh'd yew ; the hero's ſeat 


Of ſmootheſt bone; its ſides with ſpears replete. 
Before the car his * courſers ruſh along, 
High-maned, bioad breaſted, beaurtous, ſwift and ſtrong. 
Lo! with what fury o'er the plain they bound ; 
Earth trembles, and the echoing hills relcund. 
Like ſtreaming miſt a their flowing hair, 
Waves to the wind, and wantons in the air. 

A thouſand thongs conſine them to the car; 
Their poliſt d bits, and harneſs ſhine afar. 

As the light vapors, that the ſun exhales, 

Fly driv'n by tempeſts o'er the lonely vales ; 
As eagles ſtrong that wing their ſudden way, 
And ſeize impetuous on their trembling prey; 


I have in this place taken the liberty of omitting the names of Cuchullin's 


| horſes.—Sulin-Sifadda and Duſronnal cannot found well in Engliſh verſe, 
| however harmonious they might have been in the Original. Some feu of 


the heroes names, that were ef no conſequence to the action, I have likewiſe 
omitted ; and ſoftened, or entirely left out many of the Epithets given to 


others. 1 hope the Reader will excuſe it, and allow that by copying an 


ancient Author in too exact a manner, we more frequently burleſque the 
Original, than preſerve the ſpirit of it : for by modern refinement we often 


aſſix vulgar and indelicate meanings to paſſages, that convey d very different 
355 92. | 
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Loud as the ſtorm in winter's dreary reign, 


And ſwift as deer they bourd acroſs the plain, 
In dreadful ſplendor the ferce chief appears, 


High oer the gorgeous car his bulk he rears; 


Beneath his gloomy brow his eye-balls glare, 


Like flame behind him flies his ruddy hair. 


The threat*ning ſtorm, O king of Ocean! ſhun, 


Fly from the wrath of Semo's fiery fon 135 


To him indignant thus the chief replied; 
(Rage fir'd his ſoul, his boſom ſwelld with pride) 


Through foaming billows whilſt with direful ſound 


The winds tempeſtuous roar'd, and wide around 
The vivid lightning gleam'd, I've bent my way, 
Nor fear d the ſtorm, nor won the ſcorching ray. 
And mall Cuchullin daſtard ou Ahts inſpire 

In Swaran's breaſt ? —which, elemental fire, 

And the loud roaring of the boundleſs main 

Have ſtrove to give me, but have ſtrove in vain, 


No, 
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No, timorous youth ! my ſoul diſdains to fly; 


Dangers I heed not, warriors I defy. 
Did e'en Fincar provoke me to the fight, 
He'd meet a foe deſerving all his might. 
Ariſe my valiant friends! for war prepare, 


Gather around your leader's deathful ſpear. 


Like rocks we'll ſtand that guard the Lochlin ſhore, 
Unmov'd tho' waters beat, and whirlwinds roar ; 
That meet exulting the tumultuous floods, 


And to the tempeſt ſtretch their waving woods 


As from two adverſe mountains torrents flow, 
And ruſhing furious to the plain below, 
Mix loud reſounding—thus with dire alarms 
The warriors met, and claſh'd their beaming arms. 
Chief againſt chief his pointed lance extends; 
Man againſt man with martial fury bends : 
Steel clanks on ſteel : bright helms are cleft on hich, 


And darts, like meteors, ruſh along the ſky. 


Blood 


- "EA + 


(- $83 
Blood pours in torrents o'er the ſlippery ground; 
Twang the tough bows, the rattling arms reſound. 


Dire was the noiſe! like waves by tempeſts driven, 
Or the laſt peal of thunder rolPd thro? heaven. 
An hundred tongues would not ſuffice to name 


The death of heroes crown'd with endleſs fame. 


Mourn, mourn ye bards! and bid your numbers flow 
In all the deep ſolemnity of woe. 
In blooming youth behold Sithallin lain !— 
For Ardan's death Fiona mourns in vain. | 
As two young hinds that thro* the deſart rove, 
Untimely periſh in their ſhady grove; 
80 fell the youths, ſtretch'd on their native land, 
By haughty Swaran's wide-deſtroying hand; 
Who in the front of fight exulting ſtood, 
With threat'ning voice, and arms diſtain'd with blood. 
The ſpirit thus, who on the whirlwind flies, 


And guides the ſtorm along the gloomy ſkies, 
The 
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The ſhip-wreck'd mariner with joy ſurveys, 
The ſinking bark, and loud-reſounding ſeas. 


The ſons of Lochlin to Cuchullin yield; 


His ſword like lightning gleam'd athwart the field ; 


When by its ſudden flame the people die, 
And the ſcorch'd mountains roll their ſmoke on high. 
O'er kings and proſtrate chiefs the hero rode, 


His foaming horſes bath'd their hoofs in blood: 


In wild confuſion all behind him lay; 
Deſtruction reign'd, and ruin mark'd his way. 


Thus ſhatter'd groves, the howling tempeſt paſt, 


Shew from what part was Griv'n the furious blaſt. 


* Unhappy maid! who dwell'ſt where waters roar 
Around thy craggy rocks, and echoing ſhore : 


Tho! fair as ſpirits on the ſun-beam borne, 


Or the bright rays that gild the purple morn, 


This Apoſtrophe is addreſt to the daughter of Gorlo, king of Iniſtore, 
or the Orkney Iſlands.— Trenar was brother to the king of Iniſcon, ſuppoſed 


to be the Shetland Iſlands. The Orkneys and Shetland were at that time 


Yet 


ſubject to the king of Lochlin. 


Macpherſon. 
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Yet canſt thou not thy lovely Trenar fave 
From the deep wound Cuchullin's falchion gave. 
Pale lies the youth on Erin's fatal ſhore; 


The beauteous Trenar ſhines in arms no more ! 


* His howling dogs behold his ghoſt on high, 


Borne on the winds that wander thro the ſky, 
} And mourn their hapleſs lord Whilſt all unſtrung 
In his lone hall the uſeleſs bow is hung. 


As round ſome mountain burſt the roaring waves, 
That firmly ſtands, and all their fury braves; 
* Thus on their foes ruſh Lochlin's numerous dad 
| Thus firm, unmov'd, the ſons of Erin ſtand: 

Each hero like a cloud of darkneſs ſeems, 

Like heavenly fire his waving falchion gleams. 
As hammers on the glowing iron ſound, 
When from each blow the fiery ſparkles bound, 


The fame Opinion, that dogs perceived the appearance of any ſuperna- 


tural being, prevailed in ancient Greece. Thus we find that the dogs of 


Eumzus were terrified at the fight of Minerva, when at the ſame time ſhe 
was inviſible to Telemachus. Homer's Ody. B. 16. |. 162. 
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80 ring their arms: The ſhrieks of death ariſe, 
And ſhouts of heroes thunder to the ſkies. 


But who like lou'ring vapors meet my ſight, 
And furious plunge amid the thickeſt fight? 


Swaran, and Semo's ſon—with matchleſs force 


They range the plain: earth ſhakes beneath their courſe. 


Their friends behold the chicfs with anxious eyes, 
As dim they on the diſtant heath ariſe: 
For now the night began her gloomy reign, 

And the dark clouds roll'd flowly o'er the plain: 
To her, tha warring troops unwilling yield, 
And the ſtern chiefs reluctant quit the field. 


By Cromla's mountain with his martial bands, 
Propt on his bending ſpear Cuchullin ſtands : 
He views the banquet ſpread, the fires aſcend, 
And thus to Carril , ſay, my generous friend ! 
For Erin's warriors ſhall the feaſt ariſe, 


Whilſt our brave foe unaſk'd at diſtance lies? 
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Far from his friends he reſts on Ullin's hore, 
Cold blow the winds, and loud the waters roar. 
Ariſe, invite the monarch here to ſtay, 
Till the night rolls its ſable clouds away : 
| Whilſt our melodious harps ſhall ſound the praiſe 
Of mighty heroes, fam'd in other days. 


The hoary bard obey'd his chief's commands — 

To him the leader of the Lochlin bands, 

| Loud as the roaring ſtorm, indignant cried ; 

His feaſt I ſcorn, his friendſhip I deride. 

Should Erin's lovely maids around me riſe 

With ſnow-white boſoms, and with radiant eyes, 

Inviting me to come, they'd ſue in vain : 

Here Swaran reſts befide the ſtormy main 

Not at the feaft, but in the front of fight 

PII meet the warrior: my unequaPd might 

| Soon ſhall thy vanquiſh'd chieftain learn to fear, 

And fink beneath the lightning of my ſpear. 
0 2 
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The ſounding Ocean, and the howling wind 
Recall my ſeas, and foreſts to my mind : 
Thoſe foreſts, where by my ſtrong javelin ſlain, 
The tuſky boars oft champ'd the duſty plain. 
Let Semo's ſon to me reſign the throne, 
And me their king let all the people own, 
Or Erin's torrents ſhall, diſtain'd with blood, 
Roll foaming to the ſea their purple flood. 


Sad are his words! the aged Carril cried 
Sad to himſelf ; Cuchullin quick replied : 

Raiſe then, my friend ! thy voice harmonious raiſe, 
And give the ſong to our forefathers praiſe : 
Let the ſweet ſtrain in melting numbers flow, 
And thrill my foul with ſadly-pleaſing woe. 
Chiefs there have been in Erin fam'd for arms, 
And lovely maids adorn'd with beauty's charms. 
Sing like to Offian on the Albion ſhore, 

Who, when the tumult of the chace is O er, 


Pours 
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Pours forth his mournful ftrains : the ſtreams around 


Symphonious murmur to the plaintive ſound. 


He faid ; the bard began the lofty ſong, 
While mute attention held the liſt'ning throng. 
® In days long paſt, from Lochlin's hoſtile ſhore, 
A thouſand ſhips a numerous army bore. 
To fave their native land our warriors roſe, 
And fir'd with vengeance met their daring foes. 
But far conſpicuous in the fields of fight, 

Stern Cairbar ſtood exulting in his might; 
And ftately Grudar, high above the reſt, 

In warlike mien, and valor ſhone confeſt. 
But for a bull, the glory of the herd, 
Whoſe ſnowy hide diſtin& with ſpots appear'd, 


Their wrath aroſe —— each claim'd it as his own, 
And oft in fight oppos'd, their falchions ſhone. | 


® This Epiſode is introduced with propriety, in order to reconcile Calmar 
and Connal, by the Story of Cairbar and Grudar, who, though enemies be- 
fore, fought fide by fide in the war. The Bard obtained his aim, for we 
find them perfectly reconciled in the third book, MACPFHERSON. 
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When Lochlin's ſons appear'd,. no dull delay 
Reſtrain'd their ardor from the deathful day : 
They check'd their private rage, the foe defied, 
Together fought, and conquer'd fide by fide. 


By Lubar's ſtream that through the valley flows, 
The vl met ; their mutual wrath aroſe : 
Bright gleam'd their ſwords, but Grudar ſtrove in vain, 
Fierce Cairbar ſtretch'd him breathleſs on the plain. 
Elate with joy the victor ſtrode away, 
And heard his * ſiſter pour the plaintive lay. 
Ill-fated maid ! he ſung of Grudar's fame, 

And dwelt delighted on her lover's name : 
Yet much ſhe fear'd, leſt welt' ring in his gore 
He lay a breathleſs corſe on Ullin's ſhore. 

The tears began to dim her ſparkling eyes; 
Her ſnowy boſom throbb'd with frequent ſighs, 
That ſhaded by her robe, aroſe to ſight, 

Like the pale moon amid the clouds of night. 


® Brafſolis. With 
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With ſofteſt voice, with words that ſweeter flow 
Than warbling lyres, ſhe pours the ſong of woe : 
Haſte, warrior haſte, ſhe cries, diſpel my fears, 


Haſte to my arms, and check my flowing tears ! 


The haughty Cairbar in her preſence ſtood, 
And thus began ; — This ſhield diſtain'd with blood 


My foe poſſeſt: on yonder fatal plain 
E He ſtrove with Cairbar's matchleſs force in vain. 
This made place within my lofty hall, 
Memorial of the vanquiſh'd Grudar's fall. 


Swift from her brother's ſight ſhe ruſh'd away, 
And ſaw where pale in duſt the warrior lay. 
Like flowers ſurcharg'd with rain, by grief oppreſt 
She fell—On Cromla 8 heath the lovers reſt. 
Two lonely yews ariſing from the goes, 
Project a melancholy gloom around. 
In beauty who with Grudar could compare, 
Or lovely Braflolis, ſupremely fair ! 
= ; D 4 The 


( 40 ) 
The Poet's orateful lay preſerves your name; 


Few were your days, but deathleſs is your fame. 


To him Cuchullin ;—Pleaſing haſt thou told 
Our fathers actions in the times of old. 
Thy voice delightful as the gentle rain, 
5 That decks with pearly gems the graſſy plain 3 
When the bright ſun emits his genial ray, 
And o'er the hills clouds lightly roll away. 
Again, my friend! thy voice harmonious raiſe, 
And ſtrike the lyre to my Bragela's praiſe. 
Say, doſt thou dart thy lovely-rolling eyes 
To view my veſſels o'er the waves ariſe ? 
The white waves glimmering thro” the duſky night, 
Will with their ſparkling foam delude thy fight. 
Retire, my love! no veſſel greets thine eye, 
The bleak wind whiltles thro' the clouded ſky. 
Haſte to thy halls ! for know, till dangers ceaſe, 


Cuchullin ne'er can taſte the joys of peace. 


1 
Ye idle thoughts! diſturb my ſoul no more; 
Speak, Connal, and my fortitude reſtore : 


Nor let me think of love, and beauty's charms, 


While Lochlin vaunts, and Swaran calls to arms. 


He thus replied Of hoſtile fraud beware ; 
To guard each paſs be thy peculiar care. 

Still would I counſel peace, our land to fave 
From foreign rule, our warriors from the grave. 
At leaft, till Morven's gallant ſons advance, 
And their brave monarch lifts his flaming lance. 


The watch, a generous band of heroes keep; 
The reſt extended on the deſart ſleep: : 
Whilſt wide around them o'er the dreary heath 
Ill-omen'd ſounds ariſe, and ſhrieks of death: 
The ghoſts of flaughter'd warriors feebly cry, 
And roll their gloomy clouds along the ſky. 


End of the firſt Book. 


— K 


followed by Cucbullin.— Fingal's Fleet is ſeen at a 
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of the SEconD Book. 


T chat of Craga}, one of the Iriſh heroes 


who was killed in battle, appears to Connal, 
and foretels the defeat of Cuchullin. Connal com- 


municates the viſion to Cucbullin, who remains in- 


flexible, and reſolves to continue the war. Morn- 
ing comes, Swaran propoſes diſhonorable terms, 
which are rejected. The battle begins, and is 
obſtinately fought on both ſides, till upon the 


flight of Grumal the whole Iriſh army gives way. 


Cuchullin and Connal cover their retreat; Carril leads 
them to a neighbouring hill, whither they are ſoon 


diftance making towards the coaſt. Cuchullin, de- 


| jefted after his defeat, attributes his ill ſucceſs to 


the death of a friend he had killed ſome time be- 
fore. Carril, to ſhew that ill ſucceſs did not always 
attend thoſe who innocently killed their friends, in- 


troduces the Epiſode of Comal and Galvina. 
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AR from his friends, extended on the ground, 
While duſky night, and filence reign'd around, 
Beſide the ſtream that rolls it's winding way 

O'er the lone heath, the dauntleſs Connal lay. 

A moſſy ſtone ſuſtain'd the warrior's head; 

Above, an oak its ſhady branches ſpread. 


He heard from far the ſhricks of night ariſe, 
A ſudden ſplendor fir'd the gloomy ſkies : 
Throꝰ the void air he ſaw the meteors ſtream ; 
And ſwift-deſcending on the ruddy beam, 


Young 
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Young Crugal's image met his wond'ring ſight 


Pale as the ſetting moon's reflected light, 0 
His viſage ſhone: and ſpreading wide behind 5 
| His cloud-form'd robes flew ſtreaming in the wind: | In 
Like flames expiring his red eye-balls glar'd ; D 
Dark was the wound that in his breaſt appear'd. R 


The hero thus the ſhadowy form addreft : 


Alas! what forrow racks my Crugal's breaſt ! 3 
Pale is thy face — not thus depreſt with fear, 8 O 


Didſt thou, brave warrior! in the fight appear. 


Awhile with tearful eyes he ſeem'd to ſtand 


In fileat grief—then wav'd his pallid hand, 
And ſoft as breezes o'er the waters ſigh 
Of reedy Lego, faintly made reply. | 


Alas! with Crugal thou wilt talk no more, 
Nor my lone footſteps on the heath explore. 


Borne 


( 45) 
Borne on the winds my wand'ring ſpirit flies, 
On Lena's plain my breathleſs body lies. 
E'en now, O chief! I view the cloud of death 
In darkneſs hovering o'er yon fatal heath, 
Deſtin'd for Erin's ſons With ſpeed away, 
Ruin and havoc mark the coming day ! 


He faid, and vaniſh'd from the hero's fight, 
While black around him clos'd the ſhades of night. 
So when the — ariſe, the moon n enſhrouds 


Her radiant front in deep-ſurrounding clouds. 


When Connal thus; From thy bright beam deſcend, 
Thou much-lov'd ſhadow of my former friend ! 
Say, i in what cavern'd rock, what lonely cell, 

Or on what graſſy hill does Crugal dwell ? 
Shall we not hear thee in the ſtorm rejoice, 
And mix with loud-reſounding ſtreams thy voice? 


( 46 ) 
Or ſce thee borne on gloomy clouds ariſe, 
When the blaſt ruſhes thro” the darken'd ſkies, 
And by pale Ghoſts the winds impetuous driven, 
| Roll charg'd with rempeſts thro? the vault of heaven ? 


Ile ſaid—then ſwiftly ſtrode acroſs the field, 
And o'er Cuchullin ſtruck his boſſy ſhield. 
Upftarting at the ſound, the warrior cries ; 
Why roams my chief, while darkneſs clouds the ſkies ? 
Had I this javelin launch'd ; on Ullin's plain 
Ny friend had fall'n, and 1 had mourn'd in vain: 


E'en now before my view, be thus replied, 
Did Crugal's ghoſt the clouds of heaven beſtride; 
I ſaw the ſtars thro? his thin ſhadow gleam, 
And his low voice was like the diſtant ſtream : 


Th imperfect ſound to Erin's hapleſs hoſt 


Denounc'd deſtruction on this fatal coaſt. 
Implore 


(47) 
note Sv gies left death, or lafling ſhame 
O'erwhelm thy friends, and blaſt their ancient fame. 


If Crugal's ſhade, the dauntleſs chief replies, 


| Foreboding death, appear'd to Connal's eyes: 


Why didft thou not, for well I know thy might, 
Compel this air-borne phantom to my fight ? 
Oh! had I ſeen him, this my truſty ſword | 
Had every ſecret of his ſoul explor'd.— 
But how can ſpirits who thro? ether guide 
The rolling clouds, the fate of war decide? 
Say, how can Crugal, hapleſs warrior, know 
That Erin's ſons muſt ſink beneath the foe ? 


Sage Connal thus return'd ;—To fields of air 
The ghoſts of heroes fam'd in arms repair, 
Talk on the clouds, or in ſome ſecret cell 
The fix d event of human ſchemes foretel. 
There 


( 48 ) 
There let them talk—he ſternly made reply, 
From Swaran's might my ſoul diſdains to fly. 


Connal, tho? death diſſolves this mortal frame, 5 


To lateſt time ſhall live my glorious name. 


My lovely ſpouſe will ſhed the tender tear; 
My friends on high the moſſy ſtones will rear; 
And the lone hunter muſing o'er my tomb, 
Will pour his woes, and mourn my fatal doom. 
Tho? to my ſoul no terror death can give, 

Yet much Cuchullin fears with ſhame to live. 
Fix GAL ne'er ſaw the ſon of Semo yield, 
But always hail'd him victor of the field 
Spirit of Crugal ! riſe before my view, 
Diſplay my fate in horror's blackeſt hue ! 

Yet will I not one ſtep from war recede, 

But in the foremoſt rank of battle bleed. 
Tho? Morven's mighty king his aid deny; 
We ſtill may bravely fight may bravely die! 


St 


IL. 
F 
A 
v 
D 


( 49 ) 
Strike my loud ſhield, let Erin's warriors hear, 
And all for conqueſt, or for death prepare. 


The heroes riſe with ſhouts along the plain, 
Like billows burſting o'er the roaring main. 


Firmly they ſtood : “ as aged oaks ariſe, 


And wave their blaſted branches to the ſkies; 
While nipt by bitter froſt the leaves around 
Drop wither'd, and beſtrew the barren ground. 


| The Ocean to the morning's trembling ray 
Gleams faint; o'er Cromla ſail the vapors _; 
Thick miſts ariſing with the dawning light 

Hide Erin's war-worn troops from Lochlin's ſight. 


— - quales cum vertice celſo 
Aeriz pinus, aut coniferæ cypariſſi 
Conſtiterunt, ſylva alta Jovis, lucuſve Dianæ. 


n. 3. line 677. 


CC 


Ariſe my friends, fierce Swaran cried, ariſe ! 
Lo! from our might the proud Cuchullin flies. 
Purſue, and ſlay with the avenging ſword 

All thoſe who own not Swaran as their lord. 
Morla! 1 Cormac haſte, theſe mandates give, 
Let him, let Erin me their King receive; 
For if my wrath ariſe, deſtruction reigns, 
And deſolation waſtes their fertile plains. 


* As from the ſhore the fowls of ocean riſe, 
And beat with ſounding wings the vaulted ſkies : 
Or as when ſwoll'n by loud inceſſant rain 
f thouſand ſtreams ruſh foaming o'er the plain, 
Whoſe whirling eddies to the moon's pale light 


play the awful horrors of the night, 


Fus heaping of fniltes one upon another is higlily poetical, and entirely 
in the manner ef Homer, —Before lus Catalogue of the ſhips in the 2d book 


of the Thad, tire is a group of them much reſembling theſe now before us: 


where he compares tae Grecian army to a flock of ſea- fowl—to the flowers 
and leaves of ſpring—to flies around a milk-pail, and their leader Agamem 
non to Jupiter, Neptune and Mars, and to a bull that exceads in ſtature the 
rem of che herd. 8 

The 


( $8. } 
The troops aroſe—As ſhadows fail along 
The graſſy hills, ſo mov'd the martial throng. 
Like ſome huge ſtag with branching antlers crown'd, 
Their ſtately chief, for martial acts renown'd, 


Strode forth the foremoſt—his far-blazing ſhield, 


Like heaven's deſcending fire illum d the field, 


When the lone trav'ler's wond'ring eye ſurveys 


Bright fpirits gliding thro” the ſplendid rays. 


From the dark main the winds began to riſe, 


And roll'd the duſky vapors to the ſkies : 


Diſplay'd to view ſtood Erin's gloomy hoſt, 
Like rugged rocks that guard the wave · worn coaſt. 


Sterno's proud ſon beheld them from afar, 
And thus beſpoke a leader of the ww; 
Haſte valiant Morla, to our hapleſs foes, 
And to their humbled chief our terms propoſe ; 


E 2 Such 
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Such as when heroes fall, or vanquiſh'd yield, 
And weeping virgins mourn the fatal field. 


He ſwift obey d; and ſoon Cuchullin found 
With all his bold affociates ſtanding round, 
And thus began; To thee, fall'n chief! I bring 


The terms of peace from our victorious king: 
Be Ullin's fertile plains no longer thine, 

To us thy ſpouſe, and rapid dog reſign; 
Theſe to our king to prove thy weakneſs give; 
Henceforth beneath his power ſubmiſſive live! 


To him indignant thus the chief return'd; 


His eyes flaſn'd fire, his breaſt with fury burn'd : 
Cuchullin never yields Oer the rough main 
Quick let him fly, or fall on Ullin's ein. 

Ne'er ſhall his veſſels thro? the wat'ry way 

My fair Bragela to his halls convey : 


Nor 
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Nor ſhall the nimble roe e'er fly before 
My rapid Luath on the Lochlin ſhore. 


Vain ruler of the gaudy car replied | 
The vaunting Morla with the voice of pride, 
Wilt thou withſtand the King of Ocean's courſe ? 
Who numerous veſſels with reſiſtleſs force, 

Could from its 2 torn, convey 
Thy green-hilPd Ullin thro' the wat'ry way! 


| In words Cuchullin will to many yield, 
But never in the dangers of the field, 
The chief replied—Hence ! let thy monarch know, 
While thro* my veins life's ſanguine currents flow; 
And Connal lives to wield his flaming ſword, 
Erin ſhall ws young Cormac as its lord. 
O firſt of mighty men his meſſage hear, 
And can thy voice again for peace declare ? 


E 3 Why 
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Why didſt thou threaten death, pale ghoſt of night ? 


Thou canſt not ſtrike this boſom with affright. 
No—If I fall, I'll fall renown'd, and fame 
Shall with its brigheſt rays adorn my name. 

Ye ſons of Erin! on the foe advance, 

Bend the tough bow, exalt the threat'ning lance. 
In dark array ruſh fearleſs to the fight, 

Like the fierce ſpirits of the ſtormy night. 


His daring words enflame the martial throng— 
The gloom of battle ſlowly rolls along: 
As riſing vapors from the fens exhale, 
And ſpread their ſable han o'er the vale, 
When raging ſtorms the light of heaven invade, 
And wrap its ſplendor in ſurrounding ade. 
As ſome dire ſpirit thro' che duſky night, 
When meteors ſtream around their baleful light, 
Precedes the darkning cloud, and from his hand 
Pours the wild ſtorms that deſolate the land, 


Howl 


( 55 ) 
Howl o'er the waſte, and ſhake the ſounding groves : 


T he fiery chief in pomp terrific moves. 


The horn of battle Carril ſounds from far, 

And kindles in their fouls the flame of war : 

Then loudly thus began; ye warriors ! fay, 

Why from the field of fame does C rugal Ray? ? 

He's fall'n extended on the purple ground 

The hero lies : no more his halls reſound 

With joy's enchanting ſtrain—o'erwhelm'd with grief, 
The fair Degrena mourns her breathleſs chief: 


Down her wan cheek the tears inceffant flow— 


A lovely ſtranger in her halls of woe | ! 
, Who like a ſun-beam glancing thro? the ſkies 
Darts on the foe ?—Her hair diſhevel'd flies 
On the rude winds : her mournful ſhrieks I hear !— 
*Tis Crugal's ſpouſe. —Alas, unhappy fair! 


* Crugal had married Degrena but a little time before the battle; conſe. 
quently ſhe may with propriety be called a firanger i in the hall of her ſorrow. 
| MACPHERSON. 


E 4 Thy 
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Thy hero wanders chro? th* ethereal plains, 
Or ſome lone cave his airy form contains. 
As gather'd flies with wings low-murmuring play, 
When the bright ſun emits his parting ray, 
With feeble found, borne on the clouds of night, 
His gentle ſhade will meet our wond'ring fight. | 
See! Lochlin's warriors deaf to pity's cries, 
Wave their keen a 0 [ Degrena dies. 
Cairbar, awake! behold thy daughter low, 


Oh, pour thy vengeance on the guilty foe ! 


The aged hero heard the mournful ſtrain, 
And ſaw the fair by ruthleſs warriors ſlain. 
Wich rage impetuous ruſhing from afar, 

He ſhook his lance, and firſt provok'd the war. 


* As firs that on che Lochlin coaſt ariſe, 


Bend to the ſtorm that ruſhes thro? the ſkies: 


There is a ſimilar paſſage in the 5th book of Homer's Iliad, line 396. 


As 


CW 0 
As foreſts fink beneath the flame of night, 


So roar'd the war, fo fell the ranks of fight. 


As when the trav'ler whirls his ſtaff around, 
And ftrews the downy thiſtles ofer the ground, 
So fierce Cuchullin in his might aroſe, 
Wav'd his bright falchion, and conſum'd his foes. 


By Swaran ſlain, ſee! Cub preſs the geld ; 

Nor ought avails old Cairbar's boſſy ſhield : 
In laſting reſt the valiant Morglan lies; 

Beneath his arm the youthful Caolt dies. 

His yellow treſſes ſtrew his native ſhore, 

From his fair boſom pours the people gore: 

Where now he fell among the mighty dead, 

Oft had the chief the ſocial banquet ſpread: 

Had often wak'd the harps melodious ſounds, 


' Prepar'd the chace, and cheer'd his jocund hounds. 


* As 


( 33 ) 


As from the deſart ſwoll'n by ſudden rain 


The ſounding torrent foams along the plain ; 
Rocks, hills and woods from their foundation torn, 


Are to the main with rage reſiſtleſs borne : 


Thus Lochlin's monarch held his direful courſe, 
Such his wild fury, ſuch his matchleſs force! 
_ Unmov'd, undaunted, Semo's ſon withſtands 
The ruſhing tide, and checks the furious bands. 


4 Thus ſome huge mountain rears its top on high, 
Whilſt heaven's dark clouds around the ſummit fly: 


4 6 Rapidus montano flumine torrens 


Sternit agros, ſternit ſata læta, boumque labores, 
Præcipiteſque trahit ſilvas, ſtupet inſcius alto 
Accipiens ſonitum ſaxi de vertice paſtor. 


En. 2. I. 305. 


You may compare this paſſage with one in che 11th book of the Iliad, 1. 492. 


This fimile is introduced with propriety, and executed in a moſt maſterly 
manner. There is not one circumſtance in the compariſon, but what il- 
luſtrates the ſubject, and diſplays the firmneſs and intrepidity of Cuchullin, 


- (who 1s always repreſented as the bulwark of Erin) and the various attacks of 


his enemies in the moſt natural and lively colours. Mezentius, aſſaulted by 


the Tuſcan army, is deſcribed in the ſame manner. 


Ille velut rupes vaſtum quæ prodit in æquor, 
Obvia ventorum furiis, expoſtaque ponto, 


Vim cunctam, atque minas perſert cætique mar iſque. 


En. 10. l. 693. 


On 


It 
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On every fide the raging winds contend, 
The fleecy ſnow, and rattling hail deſcend ; 
Its pine-crown'd head the howling ſtorm defies, 
5 And ſafe beneath the ſilent valley lies. 


Thus ftood the guardian hero ide around 
The blood of warriors drench'd the purple ground. 
On either wing his numerous troops decay, 
Like ſnow diſſolving in the blaze of day. 
Where, Grumal cried, ſhall Erin ſafety find ? 
We ſtrive like reeds againſt the boiſt rous wind. 


| Swift as the hunted deer, the flight he led, 


They fought, they died, but few with Grumal fled. 


High on his gorgeous car, deſpiſing fear, 
Cuchullin ſtood, and ſhook his weighty ſpear. 
A ſon of Lochlin ſunk beneath the ſtroke, ” 
And thus the chief in haſte eo Connal ſpoke : 
Oh 
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Oh thou! who firſt didſt fire with glory's charms 
My ſwelling ſoul, ſhall we from Lochlin's arms 
In terror fly ?—Let hoary Carril guide 


Our hapleſs friends to Cromla's ſhady ſide : 
Whilſt we the fury of the foe reſtrain, 


Like rocks unmov'd, that brave the roaring main. 


He ſaid; ſtern Connal mounts the blazing car, 
And meets undaunted the advancing war. 
Their ample ſhields roſe like the moon on high, 
In a dun circle rolling thro” the ſky. 
Behind the whale as foaming billows ſound, 
The numerous nn of Lochlin rag'd around. 
At length the chiefs retir'd, and wide behind 
A ſtorm of darts flew hiſſing in the wind. 


By Cromla's fide around Cuchullin ſtand 


Like 
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( 61 ) 
Like duſky groves thro* which the flame has paſt, 
Borne on the pinions of the northern blaſt. 
Beneath an oak he reſts his buſhy hair 


Waves to the winds; his angry eye-balls glare 

In ſilent ſorrow.—Swift before his view, 

Elate with joy the youthful Moran flew, 

And eager thus began ; The ſhips from far, 

The ſhips of Morven come! the king in war 
Renown'd approaches !—See ! his ariſe 
Like groves in clouds, and pierce the azure ſkies. 
= ing veſts on the billows ride, 


And his black prows the foaming waves divide ! 


Ariſe, Cuchullin cried, auſpicious gales 

| Ruſh ofer the main, and fill his ſwelling fails. 
Fingal, with ſpeed, thy wiſh'd affiftance bring 
To Erin's warriors, and their youthful king ! 
Like N clouds thy veſſels ſhace the ſea, 


Thyſelf the ſtar, bright harbinger of day . 


( 62 ) 

Oh Connel! when cur fouls to farrow bend, 
How pleaſing tis to view a generous friend 

But ſee, around the curling vapors rife, 

And gath'ring miſts involve the murky ſkies ! 
Shine forth fair moon, the fons of Morven ſave 


From our rude rocks, and from a wat'ry grave! 


The loud winds ſounded thro' the ſhatter'd woods, 
Down the ſteep hills tumultuous roar'd the floods. 
In miſt her lofty ſummit Cromla ſhrouds, 

And ſtars faint-glimmer'd thro? the flying clouds. 


Beſide a ftream the chicf of Erin fate, 
And thus to Connal mourn'd his hapleis fate. 
Ere ſince brave Ferda ſunk beneath my ſteel, 


Ferda, my friend! no peace my ſoul can feel. 


I've ſeen the blooming youth, the chief replies, | 


Bright as the bow that gilds the gloomy ſkies : 


Beneath 
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Beneath thy arm, ſay, why did Ferda bleed, 


What urg'd Cuchullin to the vengeful deed ? 


To him the chief; from Albion's coaſt he came, 
Inſtructed early in the paths of fame: 
Friendſhip we vow'd, and each his vow approv'd ; 


Oft- times together to the chace we mov'd, 


And tir'd with toil at the decline of day, 


| Together fearleſs on the deſert lay. 
For fair Deugala, Cairbar's ſpouſe he ſigh'd, 


Her form of beauty, but her ſoul of pride. 
A mutual paſſion fir'd her yielding breaft, 
And thus to Cairbar ſhe her ſpeech addreſt: 


Say, why thou'd we, O chief! whole jarring minds, 


Nor love unites, nor tender friendſhip binds, 
Together live? Divide thy ample ſtore ; 
Deugala dwells. in Cairbar's halls no more. 


She 


. 
She ſaid; the chief conſents, and I diſpoſe 
His numerous herd ſad ſource of all my woes ! 
* A bull remain'd, whoſe hide's bright ſurface ſhone 


Like ſnow that glitters to the riſing ſun. 
On Cairbar I beſtow'd him; grief poſſeſt 


Her ſoul, and vengeful fury fir'd her breaſt. 


To Ferda thus with tearful eyes ſhe cried ; 


Shall Semo's haughty ſon my claim deride ? 


Injurious man !—Oh! let Deugala feel 
The joys of vengeance—lift thy deadly ſteel 


And vindicate my wrongs—in endleſs night 


Sink the proud warrior, and aſſert thy might 


Or deep Pl plunge in Lubar's rapid ſtream, 
And my pale ghoſt ſhall loud for vengeance ſcream. 


.- * Thus is the ſecond Epiſode where a contention riſes about a Bull. It is 
to be hoped that the Reader will de no nore offended at thoſe inſtances of 


ancient ſimplicity which he meets with in Oſſian, than he is with Princeſſes 
drawing water, and heroes dreſſing their own dinner in Homer. 


Three 
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Three days, in vain, the weeping fair aſſail'd 
His wavering . but on the fourth prevail'd. 
The warrior thus began, o'erwhelm'd with grief: 
On Muri's hill PII meet the gallant chief, 
And ſink beneath his might: for Ferda's eyes 
Shall ne'er behold where brave Cuchullin lies. 


We met, and fought—our ſwords avoid a wound, 
Glance from the ſhield, or on the helmet ſound. 
The taunting fair beheld our mimic war, 

And thus addreſt the hero from afar. 
Weak youth! unable martial arms to wield, | 
Strong is thy foe, to brave Cuchullin yield ! 


With ſtreaming eyes the mournful chief replied ; 
(While conſcious valor ſwell'd his ſoul with pride) : 
Lift thy bright ſhield, thy precious life defend! | 
Lo! Ferda ſeeks wie his deareſt friend. is FT 
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Deeply I ſigh'd ; then gave the fatal wound; V 
The blooming youth fell proſtrate on the ground. C 
Alas! my Ferda's death I ſtill deplore, 1 
Conqueſt and glory crown theſe arms no more! 1 
8 
When Carril thus; O chief of Erin's land! C 
Mournful thy tale, and fatal was thy hand. 
The days of old I in my mind renew, - 
And times long paſt ruſh forward to my view. F 
Oft have I heard of mighty Comal's name, . 
His matchleſs beauty, and —— fame: 1 ä 


Tho' by his hand his much-lov'd fair was ſlain, 

Bright glory crown'd him in the martial plain, 

An hundred mountains own'd the chief's command, 
A thouſand rivers lav'd his ample land: 

When his fleet dogs pour'd fourth the cheerful found, 
A thouſand rocks re-echoed wide around. 

He lov'd Galvina, as a ſun- beam fair! 


Black as the raven's wing her flowing hair: 


Welt- 
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Well-ſkill'd with hounds to drive the timorous roe, 


Or ſend the arrow from the ſounding bow. 

Together oft the hapleſs pair purſued 

The rapid deer, ard rang'd the gloomy wood. 

Stern Grumal watch'd their ſteps : who long to gain 
Galvina's love had fought, but ſought in vain. — 


Tired with the toilſome chace one luckleſs day 
To Ronan s cave the lovers bent their way. 
Around it hung bright helms, and boſſy ſhields; 

Arms won by Comal in embattled fields. 
Hlere free from danger, thus the chief addreſt 
The beauteous maid, let my Galvina reſt: 
Tho' Grumal's envious eyes our ſteps purſue, 
This cave conceals thee from his jealous view. 
Lo! by yon mountain's fide a ſtag appears, 


And high in air his branching antlers rears. 


* Ardven' $ proud chief, replied the trembling maid, 


Oft haunts this cave, in horrid arms array d: 


* Grumal. F 2 Return 


1 
Return with ſpeed, and free my breaſt from woe, 


For much Galvina fears thy gloomy foe. 


He ruſh'd acroſs the plain—not long behind 
The fair amd but fwifter than the wind, 
Diſguis'd in burniſh'd armour flew to prove 
Her hero's faith, and try his conſtant love. 


Soon as the chief the martial form beheld, 


Rage dimm'd his eyes, his breaſt with fury ſwell'd: 


He thought ſtern Grumal ſtood before his view, 
And wing'd with death the hiſſing arrow flew. 
Breathleſs ſhe fell—He haſtens to relate 

His own ſucceſs, and rival's hapleſs fate. 

Thro' Roth cave he wildly rolls his eyes: 
No fair appears—He calls — no voice replies. 
Swift he return'd, and ſtruck with terror found 
His much-lov'd fair expiring on the ground; 
And faw with ſtreaming eyes the deadly dart 


Still faintly vibrate in her bleeding heart. 


And 
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And is it thou ?—But grief his words ſuppreſt; 
Speechleſs and pale he ſunk upon her bre aſt. 


His friends at length the mournful Comal ſpied, 

Groveling in duſt, extended by her fide : 

Their care to life reſtor'd the dying chief, 

But nought could eaſe his ever-during grief. 
Silent and fad oftimes the hero mov'd 
Round the dark-dwelling of the maid he lov'd. 
But when the foe appear'd, he ſtrode the plain 
In arms unmatch'd, and ſought for death in vain. 
At length he flung aſide his weighty ſhield, 
| And ruſh'd unarm'd, and fearleſs thro' the feld 
A dart well-aim'd transfix'd his manly breaſt— 
Here by the foamy main the lovers reſt : 
The mariner from far their tomb deſcries, 

As o'er the waves his bounding veſſel flies. 
End of the ſecond Book. : 


F 3 ARGUMENT 
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N 
Of the TIR D Book. 

UCHULLIN, pleaſed with Carri”s ſtory, 
requeſts more of his ſongs. The Bard relates 

the actions of Fingal in Lochlin, and death of Agan- 
decca the ſiſter of Smaran. He had ſcarce finiſhed 
when Calmar, who had adviſed the battle, came 
wounded from the field, and told them of Swaran's 
deſign to ſurprize the remains of the Jriſp army. 
He himſelf propoſes to withſtand ſingly the whole 
force of the enemy in a narrow paſs till they ſnould 
make good their retreat. Cucbullin, touched with 
the gallant propoſal of Calnar reſolves to accom- 
pany him, and orders Carril to retreat with the 
remains of the Iriſb army. Morning comes, Calmar 
dies of his wounds; Swaran perceiving Fingal's fleet 
approaching to the ihore, gives over the purſuit in 
order to oppoſe him. Cuchullin, aſhamed after his 
defeat, retires to the cave of Tura. Fingal engages 
the enemy, puts them to flight, but night coming 
on renders the victory not deciſive. The King 
having obſerved the gallant behaviour of his grand- 
ſon Oſcar, gives him advice concerning his conduct 
in peace and war. He recommends to him the ex- 
ample of his forefathers as the beſt model for his 
conduct, which introduces the Epiſode concerning 
Fainaſollis, daughter of the king of Craca, whom 
Fingal had taken under his protection in his youth. 
—F'ilian and Oſcar are diſpatched to obſerve the 
motions of the enemy by night. Gaul defires the 
command of the army in the next battle, which 
| Fingal promiſes to give him. The ſong of the 

Bards cloſes the action of the third day, 
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 FNUCHULLIN thus began; Thou well haſt told 
_A Our fathers actions in the days of old: 


Like the calm dew of morn ; when o'er the eaſt 
The ſun appears, in radiant glory dreſt : 
With golden beams involves the mountain's brow, 
And faintly gilds th* extended lake below. 

Again, O Carril! ftrike thy tuneful ſtring, 


And give the ſong to Morven's mighty king. | 


The bard began; With glory's charms inſpir'd, 
Fix AL in youth immortal fame acquir'd: 
Fair was the chief, his form with beauty crown'd, 
His arm, the death of heroes far-renown'd. 

_ - Proud 
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Proud Starno met him in th* embattled plain, 
And Lochlin's ſons oppos'd his force in vain : 
Strong as a ſtorm, confiding in his might, 

He mov'd unequal'd thro' the ranks of fight: 
His fiery troops loud ſhouting pour'd behind, 
Like ruſhing torrents ſounding in the wind. 
Fierce Starno fell but Morven's generous lord 


Safe to his ſhips the gloomy king reſtor'd. 


As in his hall deep-muſing Starno fate, 
His ranc'rous boſom ſwell'd with deadly hate: 
(For none but Morven's king could e' er withſtand 
The ſtrength and fury of his fatal hand.) 
He call'd an hoary bard, who uſed to raiſe 
The tuneful ſong to mighty Loda's praiſe; 
: Loda, whom Locklin's warlike ſons adore, 


Whoſe aid they on the * fore of power implore. 


This paſſage alludes to the religion of Lochlin, The fone of power here 
mentioned is the image of one of the Deities of Scandinavia.=MAacPHERSON. 
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To him the monarch z Haſte to Morven's land, 


Where brave Fix GAL exerts fupreme command : 


With whom in manly charms no chiefs compare ; 
None ſhine fuperior in the ranks of whe. | 
Tell him, ſo greatly I his deeds approve, 

I offer Agandecca to his love : 

Mild is the foul that animates her breaſt ; 


Her lovely form with peerleſs beauty bleſt. 


FincaL with tranſport hears the pleaſing ſound, 
His numerous veſſels o'er the billows bound, 
And ſkim before the gales': his active mind, 
Wing'd with deſire, outflies the rapid wind. 


The treacherous Starno thus on Lochlin's coaft 
Addreſt the monarch, and his martial hoſt, 
All hail! brave chief unequal'd in the fight, 


All hail! ye warriors of diſtinguiſh'd might 


Thrice 
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Thrice ſhall the ſun roll thro? the vaulted ſkies, | 
Whilſt in our halls the genial feaſts ariſe ; 
Three days we'll follow thro' the ſhady wood 
The rugged boar, and dye our ſpears in blood. 
Thy might, brave hero! will my choice approve, 
And Agandecca yield her heart to love, 


But while the warbling harps of joy were ſtrung, 
And the loud hall with ſhouts of tranſport ns, 
While the fam'd bards awak'd their ſounding lays, 
To great FIX GAL, and Agandecca's praiſe, 

The king deſign'd his death—around him ſtand, 
Intent - vengeful deeds a murderous band. 
_ Clad in his arms, ſuſpecting danger nigh, 

Fine ar. ſurvey'd them with indignant eye: 
Trembling they ſaw, and fled with ſpeed away.— 
Again ſage Ullin pours the ſounding lay ; 
Again the bards aſſume their tuneful lyres, 


And every breaſt, returning joy inſpires. 
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Fair as the moon ſlow riſing in the eaſt, 1 


Came Starno's daughter and beheld the feaſt. 

Her ſteps were like ſoft muſic's melting ſound, 

And Beauty ſhed its rays divine around. 

As on the chief ſhe roll'd her azure eyes, 

Her ſnowy boſom ſwell'd with ſecret ſighs : 
Her yielding heart the power of love confeſt; 

Her gentle ſoul the king of Morven bleſt. 


The third morn came — the ruler of the day 
Stream'd o'er the duſky groves his cheerful ray. 
The kings aroſe — thro? unfrequented groves, 

And dreary wilds the chief of Morven roves : 
The tuſky boars withſtand his might in vain, 
They fall, and foaming champ the duſty plain, 


Fair Agandecca to his ſight appears, 
High beats her panting boſom ; while the tears 
of 


ir 
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Of heart-felt anguiſh dim her radiant eyes, 


Thus to Finear the lovely mourner cries. 


Avoid yon duſky wood! a murderous band 5 L 
There lie conceaPd by Starno's dire command, 


Each gloomy chief unſheaths his deadly fword, 


And vows revenge on Morven's gallant lord ; 


But oh! remember who this counſel gave, L 
And from the father's rage the daughter fave! 11 
The dauntleſs monarch with his troop pervades | Sh 
The foreſt, and explores the ſecret ſhades : W 
His foes beneath him preſs the purple ground, 
And the dark groves re · echo wide around. | 
| N 
From far the treacherous king of Lochlin view'd E Gt 
His foes triumphant, and his friends ſubdued. ; a; 


His brow lour'd darkly like the clouds of night, Om 1 Pa 
His eyes like meteors gleam'd a ruddy light. | F Or 
Haſte 
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| Haſte, he exclaim'd, my duteous daughter bring ! 
The future bride of Morven's blooming king. 


Lo! by her means my warriors preſs the plain, 


And our proud foes immortal glory gain. 


Sighing ſhe came, and wept—her raven hair 
Looſe and diſhevePd floated in the air. 
The ruthleſs Starno ſeiz'd the trembling maid, 
And in her fide deep plung'd the fatal blade : 
She fell;—as flides from Ronan's height the ſnow, 
When echo deepens in the vale below. 


His gloomy chiefs with fiery-glancing eyes 
Fincar ſurveys—his chiefs of battle riſe. 
Starno in vain withſtands his furious courſe, 


| And Lochlin flies from his ſuperior force. 


Pale in his bounding ſhip he clos'd the maid : 
On Ardven's hill her breathleſs corſe is laid 


e | Beneath 
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Beneath the moſſy tomb.—The ſea around 


Rolls its dark waves, and breaks with murmuring ſound. 


When thus Cuchullin; Peace eternal reign 
With her, and him who pour'd the plaintive ſtrain ! 


Who, brave FixcaL ! in youth could meet thy rage? 


Who now withſtand thy ſinewy ſtrength of age ? 
Again on Lochlin bend thy furious courſe, 
Conſume them in the greatneſs of thy force [ 
Shine forth fair daughter of the ſilent night ! 
And aid the warrior with thy friendly light : 
And if in yonder low-hung cloud there reſt, 

In darkneſs wrapt on ocean's watry breaſt, 

Some powerful ſpirit Oh! ſecurely guide 

His a. and turn them from the rocks aſide! 


Before him as he ſpoke, beſmear'd with blood, 
Propt on his bending ſpear brave Calmar ſtood. 


No 


o 
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No terrors could his daring mind controul ; 
Weak was his arm, but mighty was his ſoul. 


Welcome, my valiant friend, ſage Connal cries, 
Why from thy boſom burſt theſe broken ſighs ? | 
Fear ever was a ſtranger to thy breaſt, OT 
And glory's charms alone thy foul poſſeſt. 


And ſtill with glory's charms my boſom burns— 


The ſounds of war my glowing ſoul inflame 


f 


To emulate my brave forefathers fame. 


From mighty Cormar I my being trace, 


The firſt great founder of our martial race. 


As bounding o'er the waves his veſſel flew, 
f The ſpirit of the night aroſe to view. 


- 2 Somme i credebatur leds com frefiris non formidata.—. 
Bartholine de contemptu mortis apud Danos. L. ii. C. 2,-Vid. Browne's 
hiſtory of the riſe and progreſs of Poetry. Page 207. 
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$ On the wild tempeſt's ſounding winds he came; 
Before him ſtream'd the lightning's ruddy flame: 
On high was heard the thunder's awful found; 
The darkly-rolling ocean roar'd around. 
Struck with the mighty din e' en Cormar fear'd, 
And to the ſhelvy coaſt his veſſel fteer'd 
Then bluſh'd that he ſhould &er to terror yield, 
And boldly croſs'd again the watry field. 
Within the darkning cloud he plung'd his blade : 
The keen ſword glimmer'd thro? the gloomy ſhade : 
The tempeſt ceas'd ; he roſe above the main : 
The moon return'd, and all her ſtarry train. 


Eſtrang'd from fear, with glory's charms inſpir'd, 


My warlike fires immortal fame acquir'd. 
Dangers, my friend! before the valiant bow; 
And as my fathers were, is Calmar now. 


Involvere diem nimbi, & nox humida ccelum 
Abftulit: ingeminant abruptis nubibus ignes. 


En. f. z. I. 198. 


Ye 
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Ye ſons of Erin! who unhurt remain, 
Retire from Lena's blood-empurpled plain. 
Fly, till FA his wiſh'd affiſtance bring, 
Nor meet the troops of Lochlin's Sery king. 
Een now they come, I hear them from afar, 


To waſte the hapleſs remnant of the war. 
Here in this paſs will I awhile withſtand | 
Thi imperuous fury of the hoſtile band: 


But when I fall, (for Calmar ſcorns to un 


And lie a lifeleſs carcaſs on the field ; 

| When the black ſtorm of war is blown 3 

And Lochlin's ſons ſubmit to Morven's ſway, 
My moſſy tomb, O ſon of Semo! mh; 


That future ages may record my praiſe. 


My mother, when ſhe hears her Calmar's name, 


Shall mourn my fate, but glory in my fame. 


Pll never leave thee, Erin's chief replies, 


Like Matha's ſon cached * defies: 
8 
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Like thine, with fame inſpir'd, my boſom glows; 
In danger ſtill my foul more daring grows. 
Connal, withdraw our forces from the fight; 


Save my ſurviving friends from Swaran's might. 


When the war ceaſes, breathleſs on the ground 

Mid ſlaughter'd foes here ſhall your chiefs be found. 
Haſte, Moran hafte! while night and ſilence reign, 
Swift as a tempeſt o'er yon gloomy plain: 

Implore Fincar, the firſt of men, to ſave 

The ſons of Erin from a timeleſs grave. 

Our foes from him, ſhall like the vapors fly 

Before the ſun bright-rolling thro? the ſky. 


| Faint in the eaſt appear'd the dawning light, 
And Lochlin's hoſt ruſh'd eager to the fight. 
Calmar beheld the raging foe from far ; 
His boſom kindled with the ſhouts of war. 
From his deep wounds faſt flow'd the purple flood: 


Propt on his ſpear awhile the hero ſtood ; 
That 
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| That ſpear, his mother with an heart - felt groan 
Beheld him ſeize, and mourn'd her only ſon! 
* Slowly at laſt he dropt—like ſome huge oak 
rell d by the wood-man's oft-repeated ſtroke. 


Unmov'd, alone, the great Cuchullin ſtands, 
Nor yields one ſtep to Lochlin's numerous bands. 
+ So round ſome rock when winds and waters roar, 
That towers on high, the guardian of the ſhore: 
In vain the tempeſt howls with direful ſound, 
In vain the foaming billows burſt around. 


Ipſe gravis, graviterque ad terram pondere vaſto 
Concidit;z ut quondam cava eoncidit, aut Erymantho 
Aut Ida in magna radicibus eruta pinus. . 
| En. 5. I. 446. 


t nie, velut pelagi rupes, immota reſiſtit: 
Ut pelagi rupes, magno veniente fragore, 
Quæ ſeſe, multis circumlatrantibus undis, 
Mole tenet : ſcopuli necquiequam & ſpumea circum 
Saxa fremunt, laterique illiſa refunditur alga. 
| En. 7. line 586. 


There is a ſimilar paſſage in the 1 5th book of Homer's Iliad, line 618. 
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Now Swaran ſaw approaching to the coaſl 
Morven's dread monarch, and his martial hoſt. 
The maſts in air their pointed ſummits rear'd ; 

A floating foreſt on the ſea appear'd. 

Swift from th' unequal fight he call'd his bands, 
And Lochlin's ſons obey'd their king's commands. 
* Round Iniſtore's rough rocks as ocean roars, 
When loudly foaming from an hundred ſhores, 
The billows ebb ; ſo mov'd the numerous throng : 
Their arms wide-echoing as they ruſt” along. 


But dragging his long javelin in his hand, 
Retir'd the chief of Erin's hapleſs land : 
Greatly he fear d the king of Morven's ſight, 
Who oft had hail'd him vitor of the fight: 


Buchanan, in his hiſtory of Scotland, gives an ample account of the 
tempeſtuous nature of the fea round the Orcades, and the cauſes of it. 


And 
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And thus lamenting his loſt fame deplor'd, 
And warriors ſlaughter'd by the hoſtile ſword. 


How many heroes preſs yon fatal ſhore, 
l Once great in arms, now terrible no more : 
No more to me they'll on the heath appear x 
No more ſhall I their pleaſing voices hace 
In Erin's halls—my ſoul to ſorrow bends, 
For low in duſt are ſtretch'd my braveſt friends. 
Ye ſhades of warriors falln ! aſſuage my grief, 
In Tura's cave bewail your hapleſs chief! 
There, far remote, I'll paſs my mournful days; 
No tuneful bard ſhall found Cuchullin's praiſe : 
O''er my pale corſe no moſſy ſtone ſhall riſe, 
To mark my grave, and guide inquiring eyes. 
0 my Bragela! thy fall'n ſpouſe deplore, 


Fled is my glory, and my fame no more 


He ſaid, and ſtung with anguiſh croſs'd the glade, 


To vent his woes in Cromla's ſecret ſhade. 
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* Tall in his ſhip, approaching to the land, V 
FrxcAL, his lance ſtretch'd flaming in his hand. V 
Dreadful it ſhone !—as death's red meteor gleams F 
O'er the lone heath; when from the livid beams A 
The trav'ler ſhrinks; behind the clouds of night 
The pale moon flies, and ſickens at the fight ! 
| 4 
Thus cried the monarch ; Lo! the war is o'er, T 
Slain are my friends, Cuchullin 1s no more ! A 
| Behold, yon mournful heath diſtain'd with blood ! 
The ſhrieks of ſorrow riſe in Cromla's wood. 
I Ryno and F illan, blow the horn of war, * 
Let the loud ſound be echoed from afar : * 
A 
* FINGAL's firſt appearance bears a great reſemblance to that of AEneas 
on the river, when the light of his ſhield is — to the rays, of Se 
. and baleful beams of the Dog- ſtar. 
— Vaſtos umbo vemit aureus ignes; A 
* ſecus ac liquida fi quando nocte cometæ 5 
Sanguinei lugubre rubent, aut Sirius ardor: 
Ille, ſitim, morboſque ferens mortalibus ægris, H 
Naſcitur, & lævo contriſtat lumine cælum. | 
En. 10. line 27. H 


There is a fimilar paſſage in the 4 bock of the Iliad, line 2 5, when 
Achilles is deſcried at a diitance by Priam from the walls of Troy. 


1 Oſſian, Ryno, Fillan and Fergus were ſons of FIN GAL. 
Where 
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Where yon ſteep mountain rears its head on high, 
With thund'ring voice the Lochlin hoſt defy : 
For ſpeedy vengeance on our ſteps attends, | 
And ſtrong, and mighty are Cuchullin's friends. 


*-Swift as the tempeſt Fillan ruſh'd away, 
And Ryno like the lightning's vivid ray. 
The fiery youths th* impending war declar'd, 
And Lochlin's ſons, the ſound, exulting heard. 


As from the northern coaſt where tempeſts reign, 
Ruſh the dark billows of the angry main ; 
In rapid eddies whirl the rocks around, 

And burſt along the ſhore with mighty ſound ; 
80 loud, ſo ſudden, Lochlin's warriors roſe, 

And met, undaunted, their advancing foes. 

$ High-towering in the van their king appear'd, 
His ſtrong right hand the lance of battle ard : 


Ventis & fulminis ocior alis. VIII. | 
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His eyes, like ſtreams of lightning valor pour'd, 


And his dark brow with ſtern defiance lour'd. 


The furious warrior, as Fincar. beheld 
In brightneſs moving thro” th' embattled field, 
To Ullin thus he cried ;—The days of old 
Ruſh to my mind, as I yon chief behold ; 
Who oft with heart-felt anguiſh has deplor'd 
His ſiſter lain by Starno's vengeful ſword. 
Still in my mind her lov'd remembrance dwells— 
Ariſe, and bid him to our feaſt of ſhells. 


The bard * and thus the king addref!; ; 
F INGAL invites a warrior to his feaſt. 


To- morrow let each chief for war prepare, 


Graſp the broad ſhield, and lift the threatning ſpear. 


To- day, return'd the king, mall Morven yield, 


And ſlain by me your monarch preſs the field: 


( 39 ) | 
To-morrow ſhall my feaſt be ſpread around, 
While Lochlin's foes lie breathleſs on the ground. 


If that's his choice, with ſmiles Fincar replies, 


'To-morrow let the warrior's feaſt ariſe. 


Since we mult fight, and Swaran calls to arms, 


Let the fields thunder with our loud alarms. 
Thou, valiant Offian ! near thy father ſtand : 


Gaul, lift thy dreadful falchion in thy hand. 
With ſtrength, O Fergus! bend thy fatal bow; 
Fillan, thro? heaven's blue vault thy javelin throw. 


Like meteors let your pointed lances flame, 


And trace your leader thro' the paths of fame 


As ſound an hundred winds on Morven's ſhore; 


As torrents from an hundred mountains roar : 


Ac velut Edoni Borez cum fpiritus alto 
Inſonat Ægeo, ſequiturque ad litora fluctus, 
Qua yenti incubuere, fugam dant nubila cxlo. 
En. 12. I. 365. 
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As, on the whirlwind's rapid pinions driven, 
Sail the dark vapors o'er the front of heaven; 
So met the hoſts—the tumult roar'd aloud, 
Like thunder burſting from the low-hung cloud, 
When wild, a dented ſpirits {hriek around, 
And rocks, and ſkies reecho to the ſound. 


Rejoicing in the greatneſs of his might, 
FINAL ruſh'd furious thro? the ranks of fight: 
The ſons of Lochlin ſunk beneath his force, | 
And death, and ruin mark'd the hero's courſe. 
When Trenmor's ſpirit thus the clouds beſtrides, 


And borne ſublimely on the whirlwind rides, 

The lofty foreſt ſhakes rocks wide around 

Fall headlong ; and the echoing vales reſound. 

Like heaven's bright beam the youthful Ryno ſhone ; 
8 Dark was the threatning brow of Morni's ſon- 


Gaul, the fon of Morni, was chief of a Tribe that long diſputed the 
preeminence with that of FM AL; but they were at laſt reduced to obe- 
dience by him, and Gaul from an enemy became FixnGar.'s beſt friend, 
and braveſt hero. MACPHERSON. 


Swift 


T 
s 
1 

1 
1 
71 
) 


41 
Swift as the wind young Fergus chac'd his foes, 
And Fillan like a lou' ring cloud aroſe. 


As ſome huge rock that ofer a mountain bends, 
Torn from its airy ſummit loud deſcends ; 

' So Offian ruſh'd to war—AppaP'd with fear, 

The foe fled trembling from my lifted ſpear. 

Time had not then with liberal hand beſpread 

The ſnow of age upon my hoary head: 

Thick darkneſs had not clos'd my eyes in night, 
Nor fail'd theſe feet, nor ſhook this arm in fight. 


But who our monarch's wondrous acts can tell, 
When Lochlin's ſons * his anger fell? 
When burning in his wrath he tower'd along, 
AppaP'd che mighty, and conſum'd the ftrong |— 
From hill to hill their mournful cries rebound, 
Ill night advancing ſpread her ſhades around. 


As 
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As from the ſhouting huntſman, ſtruck with fear, 
Fly diverſe o'er the plain the timorous deer; 


And meeting in the foreſt's darkſome ſhade, 


Shake at each breeze that whiſpers thro? the glade ; 
Thus Lochlin's ſcatter'd ſons eſcap'd from death, 


Deſponding met on Lena's duſky heath. 


Beſide where Lubar rolls its winding * 
We fit attentive to the tuneful lay. 
Neareſt the foe, on his broad ſhield reclin'd, 


His hoary locks ſlow-waving in the wind, 


And hears with joy his brave forefather's praiſe. 
Oft on the king my Oſcar turns his eyes, 
While thoughts of ** 


And reverential awe—The mighty man, 
Beheld the youthful chief, and thus began: 


Stands gieæat FincaL—He thinks on other days, 
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Son of my ſon belov'd! with joy I view 
My gallant offspring deathleſs fame purſue. 


Know, that from chiefs renown'd in war, we trace 
The long-deſcended honors of our race. 

Shine great in arms, as Trenmor ſhone before, 
And mighty Trathal, now alas no more ! 

Tho” low in earth the firſt of heroes lie, 
Their names with glory crown'd ſhall never dic. 
Ruſh like a torrent thro' the ranks of fight, 
Conſume the haughty with refiſtleſs might: 
When low in duſt thy mighty foes are laid, 
There check thy rage, and give the feeble ad: 
To them be mild, and gentle as the gale 
That fans the flowers, and plays along the vale. 
Such Trenmor liv'd, in peace, in war renown'd, 
Such Trathal was, and ſuch have I been found. 
To curb oppreſſion till in arms I ſhine, 
To aid the helpleſs, and the weak is * 

In 
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In days long paſt beſide the billowy main, 
With ſome few friends attending in my train, 
I chanc'd to wander—ſailing to our coaſt, 
Like a light vapor en the ocean toſt, 
A bark appear'd—from thence a lovely maid 
Deſcended ſwift z her waving treſſes play'd 
In the rude winds; her boſom fwell'd with fighs, 


And the tears trickled from her radiant eyes. 


Daughter of beauty! mildly I addreſt 


The weeping fair, why ſwells thy penſive breaſt ? 


Tho? not unequaP in the ſtrife of ſpears | 
J lift the threatning lance, tho few my years, 
Yet when affliction ſues, my daring foul 


No dangers terrify, nor ſears controul. 


To thee I fly, and in thy aid confide, 
Brave chief of Morven ! ſwiftly ſhe replied : 
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My fire, the king, whom ® Craca's iſle obeys, 


Oftimes with tranſport liſten'd to my praiſe : 


Cromala's hills oft heard the chiefs complain, 


Who ſought his daughter's love, and figh'd in vain : 


But Sora's king enamour'd with my charms, 


By force would ſnatch me from my father's arms: 
Dark are his brows, his ſoul with paſſion ſwells, 
| The rage of tempeſts in his boſom dwells. 
From his purſuit I fly—Here ſafely reſt; | 
Dauntleſs I thus the trembling maid addreſt : 


No cave ſhall hide thee from the warrior's fight; 
For know, my boſom, proud in conſcious might, 


Diſdains to yield, and fir'd with glory's charms, 
Exults in danger, and the din of arms. 


Soft-ſtreaming down her check the guſhing tear 


I view'd, and pitied Craca's mournful fair. 


® One of the Shetland Iſlands. 


In - 


1 
In terror ſoon the hapleſs maid eſpies 
The bark of Sora's chief—the maſts ariſe 
High o'er the foaming billows, and enſhroud 
Their pointed ſummits in the duſky cloud. 
Swift bounds the veſſe er the rolling tide; 


Before its courſe the yielding waves divide. 


Thus I the chief addreſt ; Partake our feaſt; 
To me each ftranger is a welcome gueſt. 
Nought ſaid the gloomy man; his bow he drew, 
And the keen ſhaft with aim unerring flew ; 
Breathleſs ſhe dropt—1 ſeiz*d my truſty ſword, 
And ruſh'd enrag'd on Sora's ruthleſs lord. 
Fierce was our ſtrife |—he fell—on Morven's heath 
Tuo tombs ariſe, and mark their caves of 4 


Thus did FinGar in youth fair fame acquire; 
Thus Oſcar, act, and emulate thy fire! 
Baſely 


Oo, 

Baſely to ſhun impending war diſdain, 
Nor ruſh uninjur'd to the hoſtile plain. 
With Fillan haſten to yon wave-worn coalt, 
And with attention watch the Lochlin hoſt. 
Loud as the ſtorms by Cona's ſtreams, I hear 
Tumultuous ſhouts ariſe, and ſhrieks of fear. 
Prevent their flight, for Erin's ſons are ſlain, 
And uareveng'd lie bleeding on the plain. 


Swift as dark clouds, the ſpirits chariots, bear 
The ſhades of heroes thro? the yielding air, 
So ſwift the warriors vaniſh'd from our view, 
And o'er the plain with ſpeed impetuous flew. 


Tall as a rock by night, Gaul ſtood on high, 
And rear'd his lance far-blazing to the ſky : 


When thus to Morven's king, the mighty man, 
With voice like many waters, loud began: 
| 1 


( 98 ) 
Let all thy bards exalt their tuneful lays 


To Erin's glory, and her warriors praiſe. 


Sheath thou thy ſword of death, from war retire z 


Immortal honor let thy friends acquire. 

soon as the morn ſhall ſtream its cheerful light, 
Behold thy chieftains lab'ring in the fight. 
Such was the cuſtom of thy martial line 
In former 22 O king was thine. 


Our glory withers in the fields of flaw; 
And fades away before thy mightier name. 


Let me too vin renown ; let Lochlin feel 


My ſtrength in arms, and fink beneath my ſteel : 


That future bards may pour the lofty ſtrain 
To Gaul, the terror of th' embattled plain 


When thus Finear ; I glory in thy fame, 
May lateſt times record thy deathleſs name : 


When the clouds brighten with the dawning light, 


Brave fon of Morni! lead my troops to fight. 


* 


( 99 ) 
Yet ſhall Fix AL beſide his warrior ſtand, 
Leſt Lochlin's monarch with his numerous band 
O'erpower my friend. —Ye bards! your voices raiſe, 
Pour the ſoft ſtrain, and lull my ſoul to cafe— 


And thou, lov'd fair! to fancy's view ariſe, 


When dewy fleep has clos'd my heavy eyes; 
II ſtill regardful of thy former friends, 
Thy gentle ſhade the Lochlin hoſt attends ; 


If failing on the clouds, thou view'ſ below 


Erin's dark rocks ariſe, and waters flow; 


Oh! may thy image meet thy warrior's ſight, 
And fill with joy the tranſient dreams of night! 


He faid, and ſtraight the tuneful harps around 
Mis mighty aftiens in the bn fond: 
Now ſwell their notes to Agandecca's praiſe ; 
Nor was my name neglected in their lays. 


Hs Oft 


( 100 ) 

Oft have I fought, and oft my lifted ſpear 
Has ſtruck the ſouls of mighty chiefs with fear. 
| But now forlorn, forſaken, and alone, 
Dark with old age, my ſtrength, my vigor flows. 
Sorrowing I muſe—no longer 1 behold | 
The race of battle in the days of old: 
_ Unlike their ſons !—Bur vainly I deplore 
The chiefs who now ſhall ſhine in arms no ! 
FincaL is fall'n by death's reſiſtleſs doom 
The timorous roe feeds on the moſſy tomb 
Of him, who was ſo great !—O fire, farewel! 
May thy lov'd ſhade in endleſs pleaſure dwell ! 


_ End of the third Book. 
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Of the FouRx Th Book, 
HE action of the Poem being ſuſpended by 
night, Offan takes that opportunity to relate his 
own actions at the lake of Lega, and his courtſ::p of 
Evirallin, who was the mother of Ofcer, and had died 
ſome time before the expedition of Fingol into Erin. 
Her g'of appears to him, and tells him, that Oſcar, 
who had been ſent with Fillan to obſerve the enemy, 
was engaged with an advanced party, and almoſt to- 
tally overpowered. Offan relieves his ſon, who ac- 
quaints Fingcl of the approach of the enemy. The 
king riſes, calls his army together, and devolves the 
command on Gaul; and after having charged his ſons 
to behave bravely, retires to an hill, from whence he 
might have a view of the battle : The armies en- 
gage; Oſcar's brave actions are related; but whilſt 
he, in conjunction with his father, conquers in one 
wing, Gaul, who is attacked by Swaran in perſon, is 
on the point of retreating in the other. Fingal ſends 
Ulln, his bard, to encourage him with a War-ſong.— 
Swaran prevails; Gaul and his army are obliged to 
give way: Fingal, deſcending from the hill, rallies 
them again. Swaran deſiſts from the purſuit, poſ- 
ſeſſes himſelf of a riſing ground, and waits the ap- 
proach of Tingal; who having encouraged his men, 
gives the neceſſary orders, and renews the battle. 
Cuchullin, who with Connal and Carril had retired to 
the cave of Tua, hearing the noiſe, comes to the 
brow of the hill, and fees Hingal engaged with the 
enemy. Being hindered by Connal from joining Fingal, 
who was upon the point of gaining a complete victory, 
he laments his own defeat, and ſends Carril to con- 
gratulate that hero on his ſucceſs. 
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BOOK IV. 


HO ſeems deſcending from yon hill on high, 


* 
5 N Bright as the bow that paints the ſhowery ſky ? 


Tis fair Malvina—To thy Oſcar's praiſe 
Shall aged Offian tune his ſounding lays ? 
Where Cona's waters wander o'er the plain 


We'll fir, and pour the melancholy ſtrain. 
Alas my ſon! for thee my ſorrows flow, 

And my heart throbs with ever-during woe. 
When thall I ceaſe to mourn, when find relief ? 


My youth in war conſum'd, my age in grief! 


Finca. being afleep, and the action ſuſpended by night, the poet 


introduces the ſtory of his courtſhip of Evirallin, the daughter of Branno. 
This Epiſode is neceſſary to clear up ſeveral paſſages that follow in the 
poem ; at the ſame time that it naturally brings on the a&ion of the beok, 
which may be ſuppoſed to begin about the middle of the third night from 


the opening of the poem.—This book is addreſſed to Malvina, the daughter 
of Toſcar. She appears to have been in love with Oſcar, ond tw foe 


affected the company of „ the ſon. 
' MACPHERSON. 
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Not thus my years in ſorrow rollPd away; 
No darkneſs gather'd round my riſing day: 


Not thus—When Evirallin, beauteous maid! 
My ardent love with mutual love repaid. 

A thouſand heroes ſought the fair to gain; 
A thouſand heroes ſought the fair in vain. 


Great Cormac vainly ſued To me alone | 


Her conſcious flame did Evirallin own. 


To Lego's ſable ſurge my courſe I bend, 


Twelve gallant warriors on my ſteps attend, 


Within his hall her aged fire I found, 
Branno, the ſtrangers friend, in arms renown'd. 


Why doſt thou come, the hero ſaid, from far, 
And why beſide thee ſtand thy chiefs of war? 


For Branno's daughter Erin's ſons will riſe 


In arms, and combat for the beauteous prize. 
wy . 


( 104 ) 
Yet prince renown'd in many a glorious field! 
To thee with joy the lovely maid I yield. 
Did twelve fair daughters in my palace ſhine, 
Brave ſon of fame ! the pleaſing choice were thine. 
He gave her to my arms—what joy poſſeſt 
My youthful heart, what tranſport fir'd my breaſt ! 


The ſtately Cormac on the hills appear'd ; 
Around him ſeven bold chiefs their javelins rear'd. 
There Colla, Tago fam'd in fields of blood, 
There Freſtal, and the mighty Dairo ſtood : 
Toſcar, and Durra, heroes fam'd afar, 

And haughty Dala ſhook the lance of war, 


VUllin and Cerdal to my aid ariſe ; 
Dark Dumericcan rolls his ſullen eyes : 
Ogar, on Ardven's ec hoing hills renown'd, 
And generous Mullo kindles with the fone. 


Fierce 


TC 


( 105 ) 


Fierce Scelacha aſſumes his ponderous arms, 
And Oglan kindles with our fierce alarms. 


Ogar met Dala on the liſted plain 
Dire was the ſtrife! as on the billowy main, 


When driv'n by adverſe winds the waves ariſe, 
Foam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the ſkies. 


Stern Dala fell by matchleſs force ſubdued ; 


My friend's bright falchion drank his vital blood. 


Nor would the valiant ſons of Erin yield, 

Till flain by me brave Cormac preſs'd the field: 
When high in air I ſhook his grieſly head, 

The fierceſt foe appal'd with terror fled. 


If then, when glittering in the front of fight, 
I ſtood exulting, conſcious of my might; 
The boldeſt chief to check my pride had dard, 


And threatning, thus my future fate declar'd ; ; 


( 106 ) 

That blind and feeble I muſt wear away 

The clouded eve of life's declining day: 

That chief, had ſunk beneath me on the plain, 
And mourn'd the raſhneſs of his tongue in vain. 


Now died away the muſic's tuneful ſound, 
And Lena's gloomy heath was huſh'd around : 
Th? unconſtant blaſt loud-ruſtled thro? the wood; 
The oak's deſcending leaves the plain beſtrew'd. | 
Deeply I muſe—When lo! my much-lov'd fair, 
Her cloud-form'd robes ſlow-waving in the air, 
| In beauty's light ariſes to my view : 
Soft-ſtreaming tears her pallid cheeks bedew. 
Haſte to thy Oſcar's aid, the ſhadow cries, 

Seize thy huge lance, in ſounding arms ariſe! 
Beſide where Lubar's mazy waters run, 

With Lochlin's race contends thy gallant ſon. 


® EVIRALLIN, 


This 
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This ſaid, in darkneſs her fair form ſhe ſhrouds, 
| Diffolves in air, and mingles with the clouds. 


I graſp'd my ſpear, and ſeiz d my maſſy ſhield 
Loud rung my armour as I croſs'd the field. 

On high I rais'd the dreadful ſnout of war; 
Which Lochlin heard like thunder from afar, 


Reſounding thro' the gloom—appal'd with fear, 
The foe fled trembling from my Oſcar's ſpear. 
Again to check his courſe my voice aroſe : 


He heard, obey'd, and left his flying foes. 


Why doſt thou ſtop my rage? the hero cried, 
Why is the battle to thy ſon Jenin ? 
Arm'd in the terrors of the gloomy night, 


The ſons of Lochlin wag'd th' unequal fight. 


F illan and I their fierce attack withſtood ; 
Lon winding ſtream is dyed with hoſtile blood. 


As 
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( 208 } 
As driven by night's wild ſtorms, the roaring main 
Rolls its black billows o'er the ſandy plain; 


So loud, fo dark, our foes in firm array, 


Along the duſky heath purſue their way. 


Tue heard the ſpirits ſhriek, and ſeen on high 


Death's fiery meteor gleam athwart the ſky. 


Loet me to Morven's king theſe tidings bear; 
Soon will our mighty fire for war prepare 


And like the ſun ariſing in a ſtorm, 


When fable clouds the front of heav'n deform, 


In burniſh'd arms will bend his furious courſe, 


And blaze deſtruction on the hoſtile force. 


Tir'd with the toilſome labors of the day, 


Stretch'd on his boſſy ſhield the monarch lay. 


Before his view aroſe the Lochlin maid, 


Down her wan cheek the tears of ſorrow ſtray'd : 


Her face was like the vapors of the morn; 


Looſe on the winds her ſhadowy robes were borne. 


Slowly 
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Slowly aſcending from the rolling main, 


She bent her courſe o'er Lena's fatal plain: 
Oft from the king ſhe turn'd her ® filent eyes, | 
Wav'd her pale hand—when thus the warrior cries : 


Why weeps my love with heart-felt grief depreſt? 


Alas, what ſorrow racks thy gentle breaſt ? 


Nought ſhe replied, but on the winds of night 


Aſcending ſwiftly, vaniſh'd from his ſight. 


Her hapleſs friends the mournful fair deplord, 


Deſtin'd to fall beneath his vengeful ſword. 


He wak'd, bat ftll in beauty's charms array'd, 
To fancy s view append the lovely maid. 


At length young Oſcar's ſounding ſteps he hears, 


Before his ſight the gallant youth appears : 


Oebr the dark- rolling wave the lamp of day 
Gleams faint; his ſhield reflects the early ray. 


Huc, illuc volvens oculos, totumque pererrat 
Luminibus tacitis. VIRGIL, 


| To 


| 
| 


Or dare they once again my might oppoſe ? 


(110) 
To him the monarch; Fly our haughty foes, 


But wherefore aſk 1?—founding from afar, 

Loud and more loud J hear the ſhouts of war. 
Occaſion now thy utmoſt ſpeed demands— 
Haſte, rouze my friends, and range my martial bands. 
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Thrice did Fixc AL his voice loud-thund'ring rear; 


By Cromla's mountains leapt the timorous deer : 
The rocks reſounded—As from mountains hoar, N Fi 


In different channels foaming torrents roar ; ; V 
So flow'd the catter d troops As borne on — | | T 
The fleeting vapors fail along the ky, 

Till by the northern blaſt condens'd, they form FT 

The ratling hail, and pour the founding . : | G 
Thus all arifing at their king's command, x 
In thick*ning ranks around the hero ſtand. V 
The hardy warriors at the ſound rejoice, 

And hear with tranſport their lov'd monarch's voice. T 


oft 


fr 


To Morven's coaſt their airy forms convey ; 


„ 
Oft had FA to conqueſt led the way, 


And ſtruck oppoſing troops with dire diſmay ; 
Whilſt his brave ſoldiers ſciz'd the hoſtile ſpoils, 
The well-earn'd trophies of their martial toils. 


Come to the war, ye ſons of battle ! bred 


Where wrapt in ſtorms high Ardven lifts his head— 


The monarch cried : Behold, Fix cal retires, 
Whilſt Morni's ſon my friends to combat fires. 
Follow the chief in dangers undiſmay'd, 

— Viftorious prove, nor ſeek your Leader's ad: 
Then mall the bards exalt their tuneful lays, 
And crown my hero with diſtinguiſh'd praiſe. — 
Ye ſpirits of the dead! who, borne on high, 


\| Guide the loud tempeſt thro' the vaulted ſky ; 


Receive my falling people to your care, 
Welcome my warriors to the fields of air 


May winds auſpicious, o'er the watry way, 


( 112 ) 


Then ſhall their ſhades ariſe before my ſight, S 
And fill with joy the tranſient dreams of night. FE 
Fillan and Oſcar! on the foe advance; "IJ 
Fair Ryno ! lift on high thy pointed lance : A 
Stand in the fight like Morni's valiant heir, * 
With glowing boſoms unappaPd with fear. Þ 2 
Regard the chief, with force like his engage, B 
Like him conſume the battle in your _ A 
If you behold ſome aged warrior Jow, 
Protect him from the proud, infuking foe 
| Lift your broad ſhields, your flaming ſpears extend, | D 
Bi 


| And think in him you fave your father's friend. 
| If you, my ſons! on Lena's heath expire, 
| Not long behind you ſtays your aged fire - 
$ 


Borne on the winds of heaven we'll meet on high, 
| | And float together thro? the liquid ſky. EF L 


| As clouds, around whoſe fide the lightning gleams, 


x Roll weſtward from the morning's fiery beams ; So 


( 3 ) 
So mov'd the monarch from th' advancing war: 
His poliſh'd arms gleam'd terrible afar. 
Two pointed lances glitter d in his hand, 
And oft he turn'd, and eyed his martial band. 


His locks of age hung floating in W 
Three aged bards attending mov'd behind. 
| By Cromla's.fide he wav'd his falchion's light, 
And as the hero wav'd, we ruſh'd to fight. | 


Oſcar rejoic'd, his ſoul with tranſport glow'd, 

| Down his md check the tears of pleafure flow'd: = 
Bright in his hand the ſword of battle ſhone, 

| And eager thas began my gallane fon: 


O Oſſian, chief . from war retire, 
Like thee, let Oſcar deathleſs fame acquire. 
But, if I fall bench ſome hoſtile chief, 
With words of comfort ſooth Malvina's grief. 


37 Een 


: ( 114 ) 
E'en now perhaps her rolling eye ſhe bends ? 
From the ſeep rock, that o'er the ſea impends : 4 
Around her breaſt her hair diſhevel d flies, 
And her ſoft boſom ſwells with frequent fighs. 
Tell her, aſcending to the plains above, = 
An airy ſhadow thro' the ſkies I rove : 4 


Tell her, with joy I'll meet my lovely fair, \ 
And guide her ſpirit thro? the trackleſs air. 


Shall Oſſian, I replied, from war retire, . E- 4 
When glory ſummons, and my ſoul's on fire? I 
This arm ſhall guide thee thro? the dangerous day, a 
My friends protection, and the foes diſmay. 

But if in war I meet the hero's doom, 

Raiſe o'er my breathleſs corſe the moſſy tomb: 0 
Beſide me place the atten of a deer, 
The twanging bow, keen ſword, and pointed ſpear. 
No lovely fair, if Offian low in duſt 
Extended lies, to Oſcar's care I truſt: 


No 


No 


E 


No ſpouſe remaining will my fate deplore : 


The beautecus Evirallin is no more 


Such were our Words, when Morni's Son from far, 


With thund'ring Voice proclaim'd th* approaching War; 


Wav'd his keen Sword, and riſing in his Might, 
With Rage ge impetuous plung'd amid the F icht. 


The din of arms aroſe, as waters roar, 


Loud - foaming, ſwelling to the rocky ſhore. 


Man ruſh'd on man: their ſhields and helms reſound, 
The ſplinter'd javelins ſtrew the purple ground. 


As hammers on the burning iron ring, 


When from each blow the fiery ſparkles ſpring, 
So rung their arms; and from each mighty ſtroke 


The riven ſteel in ſudden lightning broke. 


Like Ardven's whirlwind ruſhing thro' the plain, 
The fon of Morni ſtrew'd the fields with flain; 
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( 116 ) 
And, where the might of Lochlin's king engag'd, 


Deſtruction follow'd, and the battle rag'd. 
His courſe was dreadful, as the flames that riſe 
O'er the wild waſte, ſwift glancing thro” the ſkies 
Their baleful beams—Unmatch'd in arms I ſtood, 
My javelin glitter'd in the ſtrife of blood. 
Well-pleas'd I ſaw the chiefs of Lochlin ſhun 
Young Oſcar's might—my beſt, my greateſt ſon ! 
With terror wing'd they fled his force in vain— 
Dire gleam'd his falchion o'er th enſanguin'd plain! 


As falling ſtones from rock to rock rebound z 
As axes in the echoing foreſt ſound ; 
In broken peals as burſting from on high, 

The rolling thunder ſhakes the vaulted ſky ; 
Our blows reſounded—Death ſucceeded death, 
And our proud foes lay gaſping on the heath. 
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Loud as on Iniſtore's reſounding coaſt 


Foams the ſwolbn main; the chief of Lochlin's hoſt 
Ruſh'd fierce on Morni's fin Proves from far 
Beheld him burſting thro? the ranks of war. 

Half from his ſeat the king began to riſe, 
Graſp'd his huge lance, and roll'd his fiery eyes. 
Haſte, Ullin haſte, he ſwiftly cried, inſpire 

Morni's brave ſon to emulate his fire : - 

Let thy loud ſong the warrior's ſoul inflame 

With hopes of glory, and immortal fame. 


The hoary bard deſcended to the plain, 
And thus began his animating ſtrain. 


IL. ader of battle, chief renown'd afar! 


Strong arm of death, and ſon of glorious war! 
Deſtroy the foe—Let Lochlin's ſons no more 
| Bound ofer the waters to their native ſhore. 
Like Sad let thy arm their ſtrength confound ; 
Lift like a waving flame thy ſword around: 
bs- 


( 118 ) 
Like lightning dart thine eyes, and on their ſight, 


Like death's red meteor pour thy buckler's light. 


Deſtroy !—But Swaran cleft the warrior's ſhield ; 


Gaul ſtern retir'd, and Morven fled the field. 


This {aw the king, and thrice he rear'd on high 
His mighty voice loud-echoing thro” the ſky. 
| Abaſk'd, the warriors heard the well known ſound, 


| And bent their glowing faces to the ground. 


As when a duſky cloud ſurcharg'd with rain, 


Rolls flowly-threatning o'er the marſhy plain; 1 Ui 


Around the hills the ſable vapors lour, 


And the green vale expects the future ſnower; 
| So mov'd F %. When Lochlin's chief ſurvey'd | A 
| T * king advancing to his people s aid; , 
Pre opt on his bending ſpear awhile he ſtood, 
| And cali'd his warriors from the plain c of Toru 


To 


C 119 ) 
To Lena's riſing heath he led his hoſt, 
And view'd with grief his hopes of conqueſt loſt. 
As ſome huge oak worn by unnumber'd years, 
And ſcorch'd with fire majeſtic ſtill appears: 
Far ofer the lonely ſtream its boughs are ſpread, 
And the ftorms echo round its lofty head : 


Thus Swaran ſpent with toil, undaunted ſtands, 
_ Whilſt wide around him pour his martial bands. 


Like heaven's bright beam, amid his hoſt appears 


| Morven's great king, and thus his will declares. 
| Unfurl my ſtandards, let them riſe on high, 
| Sound on the winds, and glitter thro the ſy. 
Ye ſons of ſtreamy Morven, fam'd afar ! 
| Awhile attend your leader of the war. 
| 5 Let Morni's ſon, and Connal meet my fight, 
And Oſcar doom'd to ſhine in future fight: 


Before my view let dark-hair'd Dermid ſtand, 
MM 


And mighty Offian hear his fire's command. 
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( 220 ) 
The king's extended ſtandard high we rear'd ; 
Emboſs'd with gold the glittering ſtaff appear'd. 
Each hero's ſoul exulted as it les. 
Wide oer the ſky far-blazing to the view: 
Like the pure azure of th' ethereal plain, - 
Deck'd with the radiant moon, and ſtarry train. 
| Their gaudy banners all his chiefs diſplay ; 
Their troops around them. fund in frm array. 


Behold the ſcatter'd foe, our monarch cried, 
Like broken clouds they on the heath divide; 
Or woods conſum'd by lightning when above 
The meteor glimmers thro? the ſhatter d grove. 
Let each brave leader with his marſhaPd powers, 
Select ſome troop that on the mountain lours. 
Soon ſhall yon hoſt your matchleſs valor feel, 
And fink beneath my friends avenging ſteel. 


( 1 ) 
Lano's ſeven chiefs, cried Gaul, my force ſhall ſhun, 
Or fall beneath the arm of Morni's fon. 
The king of Iniſtore my Oſcar choſe, 
And Connal dar'd Iniſcon's prince oppoſe. 


Fierce Dermid cried ; or Mudan's chief, or I, 


Shall breathleſs on the plain of Ullin lie. 
I vow'd to make the king of Terman yield 


To me the glorious conqueſt of the field. 


When thus FincaL ; Succeſs my chiefs attend 
May Lochlin's ſons beneath your proweſs bend! 


| To meet their haughty leader I prepare, 


A chief deſerving of your monarch's ſpear. 


Now, like an hundred winds that roar on high, 


And thro' an hundred different vallies fly ; 
Our troops dividing, ſwiftly pour'd around.: 
Their ſounding footſteps ſhook the echoing ground. 


* Daughter 
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* Daughter of Toſcar! how can J relate 
The ſtrife of heroes fir d with mutual hate ? 
As banks before the rapid torrent yield, 
Beneath our fury Lochlin preſs'd the field. 
Each chief his vow perform'd ; their blood diftain'd 
Our beaming arms, and wild deſtruction reign'd. 


O thou! whoſe ſwelling boſom, lovely fair ! 
Can with the ſmoothly-ſailing ſwan compare; 
When on her plumes the winds obliquely blow, 
— nnnd her deeaſt of frow 1 
Oft haſt thou ſeen the ruler of the day 
Deſcending ſlowly glance his ruddy ray, 

Fee night's deck ſhades invetre the hills cronnd, 
And whiſtling ſtorms at intervals was: 

Soon thro* the duſky air the lightning gleams, 
The ſhades of heroes mount the vivid beams: 
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Swells the rude ſtream, and ſhakes the ſounding plain—- 
Thus the fields echoed to our loud alarms; 


Thus wide around us flam'd our ſplendid arms. 


Daughter of Toſcar! why theſe mournful ſighs ? 
Say, why with ſorrow ſtream thy radiant eyes ? ? 

Let Lochlin's maids their Naughter'd chiefs deplore, 
Thoſe * chiefs, who ſhine i in arms no more !— 


IF thou wilt weep, on me thy tears beſtow, 

On me, with age grown blind, and funk with woel 
Fall'n are my friends, and Oſſian pants in vain 
To mix with heroes in the martial plain! 


Beneath Fix AL an hoary warrior lies 

Groveling in duſt; his faint, expiring eyes 

He rolls on Morven's king.—Is this thy meed, 

The monarch cried, beneath my arm to bleed? 
Oftimes 
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Oftimes haft thou my hapleſs fair deplor'd, 


Who fell beneath her father's vengeful ſword : 


Againſt the ruthleſs chief thy wrath aroſe ; 
A conſtant foe to \ candecca's foes. 
O'er thy pale corſe the moſſy ſtone I'Il raiſe, 


And Ullin's lofty voice ſhall ſound thy praiſe. 


In Cromla's cave, loud-echoing from afar, 


Cuchullin heard the tumult of the war: 
Connal and Carril near the chief appear'd, 
Each in his hand his aſpen javelin rear'd. 
From far they ſaw the hoſt of Lochlin yield 
To Morven's ſons the conqueſt of the field. 
The tide of battle pour'd along the plain; 


As when by ſtorms impell'd, the-raging main 
Rolls its ſwolPn billows on the ſounding ſhores, 
Burſts o'er the rocks, and thro' the valley roars. 


— 


Ce 
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| And anger darkens his contrafted brow. 
Thrice ſtrove the chief to ruſh into the plain, 


Ruſh like a tempeſt thro' the ranks of fight. 
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Fir'd at the fight, behold Cuchullin riſe ! 
The falchion glitters in his hand ; his eyes 
With indignation flame on Erin's foe, 


The fiery warrior, Connal thus addreſt, 
And calm'd the rifing fury of his breaſt : 
Seek not to ſhare the glory of hs. 


Conqueſt and honor on his ſteps attend. 


Behold him in the greatneſs of his might. 


Cuchullin thus replied; To Morven's lord, 


For I, alas! deſerve no more to wield 
The arms of heroes in the marſhal'd field. 


When 
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When Lochlin falls, as roaring ſtreams decay 
The tempeſt paſt, to him exalt thy lay. 

| Ye ſouls of mighty warriors! now no more, 

Ye ghoſts of Cromla! your fall'n chief deplore 
In Tura's lonely cave with me complain, 

And raiſe around the melancholy train! 

No more ſhall I renown'd in battle ſtand, 
Or ſhine among the mighty of the land. 

My fame is tranſient as the lightning's gleam, 
Or vapors fading to the morning beam. 

Ceaſe, Connal ceaſe ! thy vain attempt give or 
The charms of glory fire my ſoul no more. 
Talk not of arms—In Turz's cell I'll cloſe 
Life's clouded eve, and ſeek in death repoſe. 
And thou, Bragela, much-lov'd fair, adieu ! 
Thy vanquiſh'd chieftain thou no more ſhalt view! | 


Fnd of the feurth Book. 
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AR GUM E N T 
Of the FirTa Book: 


ONNAL comforts Cuchullin. — Fingal and 

Swaran meet ; the combat deſcribed : Swaran 
is overcome, and delivered as a priſoner to the care 
of Oſian and Gaul. The Epiſode of Orla, a chief 
of Lochlm, who was mortally wounded in the 
battle, is introduced. Fingal, touched with his 
death, orders the purſuit to be diſcontinued : Call- 
ing his ſons together, he is informed that Ryno, 
the youngeſt of them, was killed. He laments 
his death, hears the ſtory of Lamderg and Gelchoſſa, 
and returns towards the place where he had left 
Swaran. Carril, who had been ſent by Cucbullin to 
congratulate Fingal on his vidtory, comes in the 
mean time to Offian. The converſation of the two 
| Bards cloſes the action of the fourth day. 


BOOK V. 
Y Cromlz's airy fide the warriors ftood, 
And from afar the furious conflit view d. 


At length the prudent Connal ſilence broke, 
And thus to Erin's chief in pity ſpoke : 


Why does thy foul to gloomy ſorrow yield? 
Behold our friends victorious in the field ! 


Have ſunk beneath thee on th' enſanguin'd plain! 


How often haſt thou met Bragela's — 
With glory crown'd returning from the fight! 
While to her ears thy bards exalted lays 

Have ſung thy fame, and eterniz'd thy praiſe! 


Lot 
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Lo! where from Morven's king whole troops retire— 


Bright flame his arms like heaven's deſcending fire. 


Dire is his courſe ; * like torrents ſwolPn with rain, 
Tumultuous foaming ofer the waſted plain; | 
Or ſtorms that thro? the vale confuſion ſpread, 


And rend the foreſt from the mountain's head. 


Bleſt are the people, happy is the land, 
Where thou, brave monarch! haſt ſupreme command. 
How dire thy rage when hoſtile troops advance ! 
What numbers fall by thy conſuming lance ! 
But yet in peace how gentle is thy ſway ! 


| Conſenting thouſands thy beheſts obey, 


Pleas'd when commanded—whilſt in fields of fone, ” 
Embattled armies tremble at thy name! 


But who from far, confiding in his force, 


Drives on Fix GAL the thunder of his courſe? 


» torrentis aquz, vel turbinis af: 
More f _ | VII SII. 
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Who, but the mighty Swaran, dares withſtand 
The king of Morven's wide-deſtroying hand? 


As when two powerful ſpirits ſtrive to gain 
Supreme dominion o'er the ſpacious main; 
Some hunter from a diſtant hill efpics 
The clouds advancing thro* the darken'd ſkies ; 
He hears from far the ſtrength of ocean roar, 
And views the waves burſt foaming on the ſhore. 


He ſaid ; and — the chiefs with dire alarms 
Met furious—loudly ring their burniſh'd arms; 
As when with fire intenſe the furnace glows, 
And widely echoes to the ſounding blows. 


Shorn are their towering helms—in ſparkles flies 


The riven ſteel—with fury flame their eyes. 


From the ſtrong mail their pointed ſpears rebound, 


And the cleft bucklers glitter on the ground. 
Each to the earth his batter'd falchion threw, 
And on his foe with rage redoubled flew. 


hey 
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They both with ardent hopes of conqueſt glow, 


And firmly plant their mighty limbs below. 
But when their ſtrength aroſe in all its pride, 
They tugg'd, they fſtrain'd, they turn'd from fide to fide: 


The ſhrubs uprooted in wild ruin lay, 


The hillocks thook, the tottering rocks gave way. 
At length, for all to Morven's king muſt yield, 
Great Swaran fell extended on the field. 


Thus have I ſeen, when ſwoll'n by ſudden ſhowers, 


Cona's dark torrent thro? the valley pours, 


(Thy ftreams, O Morven! I behold no more, 


Thy ruſſet plains, and billow-beaten ſhore !) 

Two ſtrong-bagd mountains with their waving woods, 

And craggy rocks, mov'd by the ruſhing floods, = 
 Loud-thundering fall—the hills, the vales reſound, 


And the huge ruin ſtretches wide around. 


_ When 
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When thus FincGaL ; I truſt to Offian's care, 


The far-fam an'd leader of the Lochlin hoſt, 
Ye generous chiefs ! his penſive ſteps attend, 
And ſooth the woes of Agandecca's friend. 
My youthful ſons ! purſue the flying foe, 
Lift the keen ſword, and bend the fatal bow : 
That Erin may ſecure from danger reſt, 

Nor Locklin's hoſt henceforth its peace moleſt. 


As lightning ſwift, impatient of delay, 
Ofer Lena's heath they bent their rapid way: 
But moving on majeſtically ſlow, 


As clouds roll threar ning ofer the vale below, | 
With thunder charg'd, ſtrode Morven's mighty lord 


Dire as the meteor's blaze, his deathful ſword 
Gleam' d o'er the duſky heath—In wild affright 
The foe fled trembling from the dreadful fight. 


And my brave friend, old Morni's valiant heir, 
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By Lubar's ſtream, of ſpirit unſubdued, 
Refoly'd on death the gallant Orla ſtood. 


Why does yori chief, the king of Morven cried, 
Stand by the rolling wave in gloomy pride, 
As vapors from the foaming torrent riſe, 
And ſpread their fable banners Oer the ſkies ?— | 
Like ſome huge pine that on the heath appears, 
In his ſtrong hand the mighty lance he rears. 
Say, do theſe eyes a friend or foe behold ? = 
Thy ſhield is ample, thy demeanor bold. 


To him the chief; From Lochlin's coaſt I came, 
Nor weak this arm, nor yet unknown to fame, 
Has Orla liv'd - but now I view no more 
My much-lov'd conſort, or my native ſhore. 


Yield, valiant youth the monarch made reply, 
Nor with unequal force my might defy ! 
= K 3 - Foes 
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Foes ſtand not in my preſence ; but renown'd 
My heroes live, with deathleſs glory crown'd. 
Partake the feaſt with our victorious hoſt, 
And chace the rapid deer on Morven's coaſt. 


When Orla thus ; In glorious arms to ſhine, 
1 oppoſe the ſtrong, and aid the weak is mine. 
Still flam'd this ſword unequal'd in the fight; 
Let Morven's monarch yield to Orla's might. 


To himFinear; In arms I never yield; 
Conqueſt ſtill follows where I tread the field. 
If chou wilt fight, from yonder martial train 
Select ſome chief, and dare him to the plain. 


Does Morven's king, indignant he replied, 
With taunting words my force in arms deride? 
Thou, only Thou art worthy to oppoſe 
This fatal lance, of all my numerous foes. 
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If flain by thee I fall—for ſoon or late 

The brave muſt die, the great fubmit to fate ! 
On high let Orla's ſtately tomb aſcend, 
And to my ſpouſe this maſly falchion ſend. 
With this, my generous conſort ſhall inſpire 
Her youthful ſon to emulate his fire. 

This beaming fword ſhall his bold foul inflame 
To live with glory crown'd, os die with fame. 


Why doſt thou call, the hoary king replies, 
The tears of ſorrow to my aged eyes ? 
Heroes muſt fall!—Their children ſhall eſpy 
Their ruſt-worn armour uſeleſs hang on high. 

But Orla's tomb ſhall riſe—thy beaming ſword 
Thy ſpouſe ſhall view, and mourn her hapleſs lord. 


Orla withſtood the monarch's force in vain , 
Fincar's bright falchion cleft his ſhield in twain. 
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Swift on the ecohing earth with thund'ring found i 
1 fell—the fragments glitter d wide around. | 
Thus faintly ſhines the moon's reflected light 
With trembling luſtre on the ſtream of night. | 


With feeble voice he thus the king addreſt; = 
Lift thy keen ſword, and plunge it in my breaſt. 
My timorous friends are ſcatter'd Oer the plain ; . 
Wounded and helpleſs I alone remain. 3 
Beſide where Loda rolls his rapid flood, 
While the blaſt ruſtles thro? the leafy wood, 
My lovely conſort ſhall with ſorrow hear 
Her Orla's fate, and drop the tender tear. 


Ne'er, cried the monarch, by this fatal hand, 

Shalt thou, brave warrior! preſs a foreign land. 

on Loda's ſedgy banks, from war reſtor'd, 

Thy lovely ſpouſe ſhall greet her eallant lord. 

| What 
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What heart-felt joy, what tranſport will inſpire 


The tender boſom of thy hoary fire, 

To hear thy voice — Tho darkneſs veils his eyes, 

He'll at the ſound with eagerneſs ariſe, 
And ſearching with his aged arms, enfold 

That ſon, he conner wich kis eyes dakabs. 


Alas! exclaim'd the chief, bell ſearch in vain; 
The hapleſs Orla falls on Lena's plain. 
Heroes of diſtant lands my tomb will raiſe, 
And banks of aeg clans posible my prodie. 
Beneath this belt my wound of death's confin'd, 
And thus, behold, I give it to the wind! 


From this deep wound faſt flow'd the vital blood— 
| Awhile in filent woe the monarch ſtood ; 
Then calPd his youthful ſons, and thus expreſt 


| The tender feelings of his generous breaſt. | 
Far 
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Far from the land where Loda's waters roll, 
Far from the much-lov'd conſort of his ſoul, 
Tho' low in duſt the gallant Orla lies, 
Let to his fame as ſtately tomb ariſe. 
His ſpouſe will weep—the feeble arm will ſtrain 
To bend the hero's ſtubborn bow in vain. ”— 
His faithful dogs ſhall lift their howling voice, 
And free from fear the tuſky boars rejoice. | 
Mourn, mourn ye youths! the arm of war deplore, 
The great is fall'n, the mighty is no more? 
Eralt the voice, the horn loud - ſounding blow, 
Recall my warriors from the vanquiſh'd foe. 
Fillan and Oſcar ! fly acroſs the heath, 
And Ryno, ſtop th' inſatiate rage of death! 
Speaks not my ſon ?—once foremoſt to fulfil | 
The dictates of his aged monarch's will. 


Sage Ullin thus replied ; By Lochlin lair, 
His breathleſs body reſts on Lena's plain : 


His 
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His gallant ſpirit mounts th” etherial ſky, 
And joins his fathers awful forms on high. 


And is my ſon, exclaim'd the monarch, low ? 
Once fam d in war to bend the fatal bow !— 
The cloud of death has veil'd thy riſing day ! 
But ſcarcely known—forever ſnatch'd away ! 
Soft be thy fleep on Lena's gloomy plain; 

Not long behind thee ſhall thy fire remain. 

My lofty voice muſt ſoon forget to ſound, 

Nor will my footiteps on the heath be found. 
Yet, ſhall my fame ſurvive to lateſt days, 

And future ages will proclaim my praiſe. 

But thou art low indeed |—Death's fatal doom 
Has nipt thy glory in its vernal bloom. 

No more Fincal hal guide thee thro* the fight, 
Or teach thee how to ſpeed the arrows flight. 
| Soon is thy rapid race of glory run— 

Ryno, farewel—farewel my lovely ſon !— 


Harmonious 
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 Harmonious Ullin, pour the ſounding lay, 
And praiſe the youth untimely ſnatch'd away : 


Oh! tell, what Ryno would have prov'd, had fate 


Allow'd the hero but a longer date. 


He ſaid; his manly boſom throbs with woe, 
While down his cheek the tears of ſorrow flow. 
Strong was his ſon, and dreadful in the fight, 
Like fire wide-blazing thro? the clouds of night; 
When ſhatter'd oaks beſtrew the burning ground, 
And the lone trav'ler trembles at the found. 


The king began; O Ullin! ſkill'd to raiſe | 
The tuneful ſong to our forefathers praiſe, 
Beneath yon moſs-grown ſtones that I behold, 
Reſt ſome fam'd warriors in the days of old ? 
If fo, beſide them in the dreary grave 

| My fon ſhall fleep—a neighbour of the brave: 


With 
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Their mighty ſhades along the trackleſs air. 


Here Lamderg refts in peace, the bard replies, 
Here his proud foe, the haughty * Ullin lies. 

Oh ſay, what beauteous ſpirit paſſes by? 

The airy form glides fwiftly tho the ſky— 

Tis fair Gelchofſa—To obtain thy love, 

| A thouſand gallant warriors vainly trove : 

But when with ardent vows brave Lamderg came, * 
Thy gentle boſom felt a mutual flame. 


To Selma's halls from many a well-fought field 
The chief return'd, and ſtruck his moony ſhield. 
Whither alas! is my Gelchoſſa fled ? 4 
(Thus to his friend the wond'ring hero ſaid) 


® It is rather unfurtunate that ſo many of Offian's heroes ſhould have 
ſimilar names. We have theee or four Cairbars ; (one mentioned in this 
Epiſode, who, as he conduces nothing to the action, I have taken the liberty 
of omitting :) Two Ullins, two Cormacs, two Fergus's, two Grumals, 
and two Connals. [ 
n 
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In Selma's halls I left my lovely fair, 
Ere fierce Ulfadda ſunk beneath my ſpear. 

She charg'd me to return with tearful eyes, 
And her white boſom fwell' with frequent üg 
But now no more ſhe meets her warrior's ſight, 
To ſooth my ſoul returning from the fight. 

No ſkilful bard exalts the lofty ſtrain : 

Mute is the hall where pleaſure wont to reign. 


The fon of Aidon thus; Thro' Cromlz's groves, 
Gelchoſſa with her fair attendants roves. 
Perchance on Lena's heath ſhe bends her bow, 
Or drives along the plain the timorous roe. 


Alas ! ſhe follows not, the chief replied, 
The bounding deer by Cromla's woody fide : 
No ſhouts on Lena's duſky heath ariſe: 
No roe before the panting greyhound flies. 
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She comes not, lovely as the lamp of night, 
| Tha ſkirts the wandering clouds with fleecy light ; 
When its mild luſtre oer the ether ſtreams, 
And the uk scene blah with the hann 


* Allad, with wiſdom crown'd, and length of days, 


May tell me where my lov'd Gelchoſſa ſtrays. 


The ſon of Aidon ſought the aged man, 
And thus ſubmiſſively the chief began: 

Oh thou ! who in the hollow rock doſt dwell, 
| Where circling ſtones ſurround thy lonely cell, 
Before whoſe ſight ideal forms ariſe, 

Oh! ſay, what viſions ſaw thine aged eyes? 


Ullin I ſaw, the hoary Allad cried, 
| Like a black cloud deſcend from Cromla's fide. 


* Allad is plainly a Druid; he is called the ſor of the rock from his 
dwelling in a cave; and the circle of ſtones here mentioned is the pale of 
the Druidical temple.— From the Druids no doubt came the ridiculous 


„WP 


MaACPHERSON. 


( 144 ) 
In arms he ſtrode, and rais'd the dreadful ſong, 


Loud as a ftorm the leafleſs woods along. 
Before Gelchoſſa the fierce warrior came, 


And calPd with threatning voice on Lamderg's name. 


She thus return'd ; Alas! in diſtant lands 
The chief of Cromla fires his martial bands : 
He ſhines unequal in the fields of fight, 
Fly from his rage, nor dare ſuperior might. 


Three days by Cromla, ſternly he replied, 
Shall Ullin clad in glittering mail abide. 


Then if he comes, this ſtrong right hand ſhall prove, 


| Who beſt deſerves the fair Gelchofſa's love: 
But if the warrior his return delay, 
My beauteous prize I'll to my halls convey. 


When Lamderg thus; May thee no ills moleſt, 
Nor aught diſturb the viſions of thy reſt. 
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He ſaid, and like a tempeſt ruſh'd along ; 
7" Loud as a torrent was his lofty ſong. 
Like ſome dark cloud before the rifing ftorm, 
That ſlowly varies to the winds its form, 
On Cromla's brow he ſtood—a rock he flung 
Prone down the fteep—the hills, the vallies rung. 
The ſign of battle haughty Ullin heard, 
Graſp'd his ſtrong javelin, and for fight prepar'd : 
Sternly he mild, and fir d with proud diſdain, 


In blazing arms ſhot furious o'er the plain. 


Gelchoſſa ſaw him Cromla's height aſcend, 


As riſing miſts around the mountain bend. 


Mr. Macpherſon tranflates this paſſage—** He hummed a ſurly ſeng uke 
ce the noiſe of a falling ſtream. — An in the 4th book, Offian © hum a 
« a ſong that ſcem d to the enemy like diſlan! thunder, —Intending (I ſup- 
poſe) by it a doleful and indiſtinct found. Probably the ancient Cale- 
donians had a ſimilar cuſtom to that of the Germans; abe, in their 
« avar-ſongs, fludied a harſh ſound with a broken and unequal murmur, and 
& therejore applied their fhickds to their mouths, that the voice by n 
a might ſauell with greater falneſs and force. 

Tacitus de Moribus Germanorum. 
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Silent and fad the fair his courſe purſued, 
And from afar the furious conflict view'd.— 


| But why to thee, brave monarch ! ſhould I tell 


How wrathful heroes fight ?—ſtern Ullin fell. 


Wich pallid check, and arms diſtain'd with blood, 


Before his love the mighty Lamderg ſtood. 
Whence flows this purple ſtream ? Gelchoſſa cries— 


'Tis Ullin's gore—th' expiring chief replies; 
Here let me reſt—He ſaid, and on the ground 
Sunk breathleſs—life came iſſuing thro? the wound. 


And art thou falln? the fair Gelchoſſa cried— 


| Three days the mourn'd, in ſorrow pin'd and died. 


Beneath, theſe ſtones o'er-grown with moſs, is laid 
Cloſe by the warrior's fide, the hapleſs maid. 


He cd; and thus Fine al his friends müde! 


Here ſhall my ſon, my lovely Ryno reſt, 


Hither 


cr 
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| Hither be Orla brought, who held command 


Where Loda's waters lave the verdant land. 
Brave youths! deſerving of a longer date, 

Your merits equal, and the fame your fate ! 
Awhile they flouriſh'd ; Ike ewe lofty trees, 


That tower in air, and ruſtle to the breeze; 


But when the ſtorms along the heath reſound, 
Sudden they fali, and wither on the ground. 


| Daughters of Morven ! loud lament my ſon, 


My lovely Ryno is forever gone! 


Le maids of Loda ! Orla's fate deplore, 


The gallant Orla ſhines in arms no more! 


Oh Oſcar! act like them tho few their days, 


Their names ſhall flouriſh with eternal praiſe. 
Like them, diſtinguiſh'd in the battle ſhine, 


But may a longer, happier life be thine ! 


And when the days of war and danger ceaſe, 
Be calm as Ryno in the hour of peace : 
L 2 


( 148 ) 
Like the gay bow arch'd o'er the miſty ſtreams ; 


When from the eaſt of heaven, the parting beams 
With trembling luſtre on the mountain play, 

And pleafing ſilence crowns the eve of day. 

| Reſt, reſt my fon! for vainly 1 bewail 


Thy early fate - we too like thee muſt fail! 


Such were thy words, O king! when Morven gave 


The youthful Ryno to the filent grave. | 
Such was thy g grief But what muſt Oſſian's be, maT 
Who now my mighty fire no longer ſee ?— 3 
No more on Cona ſounds thy voice afar: 1 
No-m re I hear the ruler of the war— | 4 


Fix AL is fall'n! and lte g thro' the leaves, 
The deſert 5 blaſt my liſcning ears deceives— 
Dark on his tomb ] reſt wich tearful eyes: 


I feel it with my hands my forrows riſe !— 


_—  -_ WW a 


Beſide 


de 
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Beſide where Lubar's mazy waters run, 
I fate with Gaul, and Starno's gloomy fon : 
To pleaſe the ſullen King I ſtrove in vain, 


Tun'd the loud harp, and pour'd th* enlivening ſtrain. 


As oft dark Lena's fatal heath he view'd, 


I ſaw his wrath ariſe, and grief renew'd. 


I turn'd my eyes to Cromla's moſſy brow, 
And ſaw Cuchullin to the plain below 
Slowly deſcend—ſorrow and joy his mind 
Alternate heli—ſage Connal mov'd behind. 
From far the heroes poliſh'd armour gleams, 


And caſts around the ſun's reflected beams. 


They fink behind the hill: as in the night, 


Two flaming pillars of ethereal light, 


Driv'n by the winds along the mountain fly, 


And ſlowly vaniſh in the troubled ſky. 
Now in his lonely cave, whilſt wide around 
The hoarſe ftreams murmur, and the winds reſound, 


SB  - Be ſide 
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Beſide an oak, that o'er the river bends 


Its age-worn trunk, and wide its boughs extends, 
Cuchullin reſts—o'erwhelm'd with grief and ſhame, 
He mourns his battles loſt, his wither'd fame, 

His glory vaniſh'd, like as miſts decay 

In Cona's vale before the blaze of 4 

Nor can thy fair Bragela bring relief, 

| To ſooth thy foul, and check the rage of grief. 
Tho? ſhe at diſtance dwells, to fancy's 4 

May her lov'd image in thy preſence riſe! 

May that the anguiſh of thy mind controul, 


And till the grief that preys upon thy ſoul ! 


But lo! the fon of harmony appears, 
The hoary bard renown'd in other years— 
Hail aged Carril, venerable fire ! 
With voice delightful as the tuneful lyre, 
That ſounds in Tura's echoing halls the praiſe 


Of mighty heroes fam'd in ancient days: 
Fo Pleaſing, 


( 51 ) 
Pleafing, as when the ſun with gentle ſhowers 


Blends his bright rays, and opes the budding flowers. 


| When thus the bard; O Oſſian, chief renown'd! 


Thou beſt canſt raiſe the ſoul-enchanting ſound. 


The days of old my memory recalls; 
How oft in Branno's widely-cchoing halls, 
T ogether we have pour'd our tuneful lays, 
And ſung the beauteous Evirallin's praiſe. 


Oft has thy lovely conſort join'd with thine 


Her voice ſweet-ſounding in the ſtrain divine. 
Of Cormac's fate ſhe ſung, and oft deplor'd 


The chief who fell beneath thy conqu'ring ſword. 
In vain for love thy gallant rival ſued, 
Yet ſoft compaſſion all her ſoul ſubdued. 


Alas my friend! I cried with ſtreaming eyes, 
In the dark grave my Evirallin lies— 
| IH 


( 252 ) 
Pierce not this boſom with the ſhagrs of woe, 
Nor bid the uſeleſs tears of ſorrow flow. 
lere fir, O bard! thy voice harmonious raiſe, 
Soft as the gale that thro? the valley plays; 
When to the hunter's dream, in robes of light, 


Deſcending 1 


21:55 meet his raptur'd ſight; 
Their fhacowy harps, and airy forms appear, 


While .oands melodious ſtrike his liſtning ear. 


End of the ffih Book. 
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FRO UV H TE H FT 
Of the dies Book. 


IGHT comes on—Fixc ar. gives a feaſt to 


N 


king commands U/zz, his bard, to give the ſong 
of peace. Ulia relates the actions of Trenmor, 
great grandfather to FIX GAL, in Lechlin, and his 


marriage with the ſiſter of a king who was anceſtor 


his army, at which Scaran is preient. The 


to Sracran: Which conſideration, together with 
that of his being brother to Agandecca, with whom 
FrxcaL was in love in his youth, induces the king 
to releaſe him, and permit him to return into 
Lochiin with his army. The night is ſpent in ſet- 
tling Swarer's departure, in ſongs of the bards, 
and in a converſation, in which the fiory of Crumal 
is introguced by F:NGAl. —Morning comes, SWaran 
Jdeparts.—FiXGAaL gocs on a hunting party, and 
finding Cuchullin, comforts him, and ters fail the 
next day for Morven.— This concludes the Poem, 
the action of which ſcarcely takes up fix days. 


a LY 


BOOK VI. 
GHT o'er the ſky her ſhadowy mantle ſpread ; 
N The clouds dark-rolling veil'd the mountain's 
head : 
The ftars with ſpledor deck'd th' ethereal plain, 


Their pale beams glitter'd oer the ſable main. 
Faintly- reſounding in the diſtant wood 

The winds were heard—But o'er the plain of blood 
Deep filence reign'd : fave where the rocks around 
Reſponded ſoft to Carril's tuneful ſound. 

Of 4 times he ſung, of heroes bold, 
Renown'd for proweſs in the days of old: 

Borne on the blaſt the warriors ſpirits came, 


Attentive, liſtning to their former fame. 


Bleſt : 


( 155 ) 
Bleſt be thy ſoul, O Bard ! now rapt on high, 
The winds light pinions waft thee thro? the ſky. 


Come to my halls—forſaken and alone, 

There Offian pours his unavailing moan. 

Oft to my ſoul thy ſpirit gladneſs brings, 

When thy light fingers touch the crembling firings. 
With joy, my friend ! I hear the feeble ſound, 

But roll in vain my ſightleſs orbs around. 

O Carril! ſooth my heart-conſuming grief, 

And with kind newark give my foul relief— 
When ſhall thoſe eyes, now wrapt in gloomy night, 

Behold my brave aſſociates in the fight ? _ 

But far away the winds thy ſpirit bear, 

And the blaſt whiſtles thro' my hoary hair. 


On Mora's heath the feaſts of joy ariſe ; 
A thouſand oaks ſhine blazing to the ſkies : 
Content and pleaſure in each boſom ſpring, 
In all, but Lochlin's ſoul-tormented king: 


( 156 ) 


He views dark Lena from the mountain's ſide, 


And ſorrow reddens in his eyes of pride. 


Fix GAL, reclining on his ample ſhield, 
Beheld the warrior mourn the fatal field: ; 
His hair, that litter o tie moon's pale light, 
Hung lightly-waving on tlie wind of night. „ 
He thus began; Since war and diſcord ceaſe, ] 
Melodious Ullin, raite the tong of peace f | 
Let every bard aſſume his tunefu! lyre, oꝗ sfr 
And the —_ mind with joyful thoughts inſpire; 1 
That our brave foe, depreſt with grief no more, - 
May quit in pleaſure Erin's fatal fore, hh 1 
In me th' oppreſt a ſure protector find. Pe. A 

1 aid the weak, and cheer th' affi&ted mind. | / 


— 


Oh Cicar! when oppoſing hoſts advance, 


Dire is the lig 


O 


atning of my lifted lance : 


W 


But when my foes fubmit, and battles ceaſe, 


FX 4 | Z > O > C. N HR 1188 a n 
My anger dies — my falchion ſleeps in peace. 
* — " © 

Sage 
Oo 


As thro? the gloomy wood they bent their way, 


And told their monarch, how in armour bright, 


Like ſome huge pillar of ethereal light, 


1 


Sage Ullin rais'd the ſong: O'er Morven's land, 


When mighty Trenmor held ſupreme command; 
In queſt of glory, with a choſen train, 

He ſail'd undaunted thro? the ſtormy main. 

At length before his long- expecting eyes 

He ſaw che rugged rocks of Lochlin riſe; 

And its vaſt woods with miſty vapors crown'd, 


Projecting wide a dreary ſhade around. 


The chief deſcended on the ſandy ſhore, 


Travers'd the wilds, and ſought the mighty boar, 


' Whoſe firength, ſo fame had told, and matchleſs rage, 


The boldeſt heroes trembled to engage. 


But Trenmor's deathful lance with force impell'd, 


Transfix'd his tuſky foe—Three chiefs beheld, 


Where ſtretch'd in duſt the breathleſs ſavage lay: 


The 


( 158 ) 


The mighty ſtranger ſtood. —A ſplendid feaſt | 
Their king prepar'd, and hail'd his royal gueſt. | 
| | On the third morn he to the warrior gave | 
* The choice of combat, as befits the brave. | 
To Trenmor's might the ſons of Lochlin yield | 
F The well-diſputed honors of the field, 
| - 
The fourth grey morn aroſe; the early ray 
Gleam'd o'er the hills, and chac'd the clouds away. - 
The hero parted from his generous hoſt, 4 
And ſought his veſſel on the ſea-beat coaſt. 1 
| | From far he heard the winds propitious riſe, 
| And ſaw the foreſt waving in the ſkies. 
Before him Bd a youth, ſupremely fair, ] 
With roſy cheek, and light-deſcending hair: 1 "1 
3; 


This paſſage bears a great reſemblance to the ancient euſtoms of 
knight-errantry, when thoſe adventurers, to ſhew their ſtrength and dex- | ] 
terity, exerciſed themſelyes in Tilts and Tournaments. E 


Gap, 


( 159 ) 
Gay, poliſh'd arms his beauteous frame adorn, 
His eyes roll brightly like the radiant morn. 
He thus began ; Ah, why does Trenmor ſhun 
The ftrife of fame with aged Lonval's ſon ? 
This ſword has often laid the valiant low, 
And war-fam'd heroes ſhun my fatal bow. 


To him the monarch Can thy tender years 

Engage with heroes in the ſtrife of ſpears ? 
Hence, with thy darts empierce the bounding roes, 
But dare not, gentle youth! my might oppoſe. 


Ne ier will I quit thee, ſwiftly he replied, 
Till thy bright falchion glitters by my fide. 
Fair maids, with love inſpir'd, his name ſhall ſound, 
Who ftretch'd great Trenmor breathleſs on the — 
Amidſt applauding thouſands high PI rear, 
Far blazing to the ſun, thy mighty ſpear. 

; Unhappy 


„ 


Unhappy youth! incens'd, the king rejoin'd, 


How vain the hopes of thy preſumptuous mind! | 
This ſpear, which now thy idle words demand, 1 3 1 
Shall ſtretch thee breathleſs on thy native land. "0 
Thy mother, as ſhe treads the fatal ſhore, f 
Shall find her 1 pale, welt'ring in his gore; 1 
And vicw my diſtant ſhip with ſtreaming eyes, | 
Light-bounding o'er the ſwelling billows riſe. 1 
F 
He calmly thus return d; Unus'd to wield 4 
The warlike lance, or lift the maſſy ſhield, - 
Is Lonval's ſon — but from the bending bow 4 


My ſhafts unerring pierce the diſtant foe. 


If valor prompts ther, cn the duſty ground 


Throw the bright mail tiat girds thy limbs around: 


PII firſt my arms unbrace — now lift thy lance, 


Undaunted thus behold thy foe 1 E 


Morven's T 


0-000 3: 
Morven's brave king beheld with wond'ring eyes 
Beneath the mail her ſnowy breaſt ariſe : 
He ſaw the monarch's lovely ſiſter ſtand 
| Diſclog'd to view and from his mighty hand 
The huge ſpear fell loud-echoing on the ground 
While crimſon bluſhes ſpread his cheeks around. 


| Of had the chief beheld the blooming maid, 
In all the charms of lovelineſs array'd. 


Fair to the ſight, as to the captive's eyes, 

The fun's all-cheering beams, and azure ſkies ; 
Who many a livelong day had wiſh'd in vain 

| To view the glorious ſource of light again 


she thus began; O warlike king! remove 
A ſuppliant maid from Corlo's hateful love. 
Black as the clouds with thunder fraught, that roll 
O er the lone deſert is his gloomy ſoul. 
Ten thouſand warriors wait on his commands, 
Their pointed lances glitter in their hands. 
M 


( 162 ) 
| Morven's brave monarch calmly thus replied 
Here ſafely reſt, and in my arm confide. 
From fields of fame thy Trenmor never flies, 
But him, and all his numerous hoſt defies. 


For three revolving days, at early morn 
The dauntleſs hero blew his ſounding horn. 8 
In vain—for Corlo ſhunn'd the proffer'd fight, 


; ] 
And fled, confeſſing his ſuperior might. | 
The king of Lochlin, on the ſandy coaſt, F 


To daring Trenmor, and his martial hoſt, = 
Spread the gay feaſt ; then gave the blooming maid= 
Thus beauty's charms the toils of valor paid. 


He ceas d, nor longer ſtruck the tuneful ftring 
When thus Fix GAL to Locklin's gloomy king: 
A kindred blood to that whoſe currents flow 
Thro' thee, O Swaran! animates thy foe. 


Oft have our great forefathers join'd in fight, | 


For war and tumult gave their ſouls delight. 1 
ut 


ut 


( 163.) 


But when the dangers of the field were o'er, 


They feaſted, and enjoy'd the ſocial hour. 


Let thy face beam with pleaſure's cheerful ray, 


And liſten to the bard's harmonious lay. 


Dreadful in blazing arms I ſaw thee ſtand; 


Fierce, as waves burſting o'er thy rocky land. 


Hills, woods, and vales did thy ſtrong voice rebound ; 


Like ſhouting thouſands was the mighty ſound. 


Brother of Lochlin's fair ! in peace depart; 


Still reigns her image in my faithful heart. 


Oft to my ſoul, bright as the noon-tide ray, 
She comes, and drives the clouds of grief away. 


Looſe thy white ſails, and guide thy valiant hoſt 


At early dawn to Lochlin's rocky coaſt. — 


In Starno's halls when wild deftru&tion reign'd, 

And recking blood my flaming fword diftain'd ; 

For my loſt fair w hen grief my ſoul poſſeſt, 

Tears dew'd my eyes, and vengeance ficel'd my breaſt ; 
5 M 2 From 


( 164 ) 
From thee, O chief! I turn'd the lifted blade; 


From thee, the brother of the hapleſs maid ! — 
Say, doſt thou chooſe the combat of the brave? - 
As thy great anceſtor to Trenmor gave, 

Receive from me—Then ſhall thy might be ſhown, 
Thy ſtrength confeſt, and fame be all thy own. 
Thou'lt quit the land in glory ; as the ſun, 

Ere down the weſt of heaven his courſe is run, 
Skirts the gay clouds with variegated dyes, 

And pours a flood of ſplendor o'er the ſkies. 


He thus replied ; In war I own thy might: 
No more ſhall Swaran dare thee to the fight. 
Few were thy years, O king! beyond my own, 
When firſt in Starno's halls thy force was known. 
Oft did I wiſh like thee to rear on high 
The weighty lance, far-blazing to the ſky. 
To Morven's echoing coaſt in queſt of fame, 
Thro* howling ſtorms, and roaring ſeas I came. 
| The 


as 


( 165 ) 
The choice of glorious combat I obtain'd ; 


The feaſt was ſpread around, and ;leaſure reign'd. 


Nor feeble was my arm; een thee I choſe, 


And dar'd on Malmor's heath thy night oppoſe. 
Ariſe, ye bards ! the noble conteſt ſing, 
, * How Swaran ſtrove with Morven's mighty king. 


Since Lochlin's hapleſs ſons, untimely ſlain, 
Lie pale on Lena's blood-empurpled plain; 


* The Author has avoided making any remarks on the beauties of par- 
ticular paſſages in Offian; as they muft be obvious to every perſon of 
taſte, and the multiplying frivolous notes pays but a bad compliment to 
the reader's judgment. However, there appears ſomething ſo beautiful in 

1 this Dialogue, that he cannot avoid expatiating on it. —Swaran, though 
vanquiſhed both by the valor and generoſity of FI G ar, ſtill retains ſome part 
of his former haughtineſs and ferocity — He praiſes FIN GAL, but will not 
condeſcend to own him as his ſuperior — He ſpeaks with joy of their ftrife 
on Malmor as a glorious conteſt, and tells the Bards in an equivocal man- 
ner, To ſend him who overcame to future years; and offers his ſhips to 
him as a token of friendſhip, not of ſubmiſſion. FinG aL anſwers him in 
a noble and heroic manner, that he will take neither his ſhips nor land 
from him, but be contented with his own deſert country. Thus gently 
rebuking his ill- timed pride, and in a covert manner reprimanding him for 
k invading another's territories..-Swaran, with his uſual pride, bids them 
| c raiſe the moſſy flames over thoſe that fell, that then future hunters would 
& know the place, and their fame laſt forever.” FinGaL, wiſe through 
experience, indulges not himſelf in ſuch vain expeations—He moralizes 
on their tranſient glory, and obſerves, that their actions would ſeem but as 
a dream to future times — That their tombs would moulder away, and the 
ſong alone, if that remained, preſerve their names from oblivion.—This 
ſpecimen is ſufficient to ſhew, with what exquiſite ſkill, Oſſian preſerves 


his heroes characters, which are all ſtrongly marked, and by ſome ** 
liarity diſcriminated from each other. 


ff „ Theſe 
[he a * 
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Theſe, their ſwift veſſels ſhall with ſpeed convey 
Thy friends to Morven oer the watry way: 
And if thy ſons, thro? ſeas where tempeſts roar, 
Shall guide their barks to Lochlin's rocky ſhore; 
With joy, the gallant warriors I'll receive, 
And on the plain the choice of combat give. 


Ne'er ſhall thy ſhips convey my valiant hoſt, 
The king replied, to Morven's ſea-beat coaſt; 

Nor ſhall Finca. &er croſs the watry plain, 

T extend his fway o'er Locklin's wide domain? 

For me ſufficient is the ſhady grove, 

And my brown deer that thro' the foreſt rove. 
Soon as the ſun diſpels the clouds of night, 
And ſtreaks the 2 clouds with roſy light, 
Spread thy white ſails, thou brother of my love! 


And far from Erin's fatal plains remove. 


In peace thou'rt gentle, cried the Lochlin king, 
As the ſoft breezes of the budding ſpring. 


o 


( 167 ) 
In war, like ſtorms, that when bleak winter reigns, 
Roar thro* the deſerts, and deform the plains. 
To thee, with joy my willing hand I plight ; 


Henceforth may friendſhip thus our hearts unite ! 
Let thy bards pour the ſolemn-breathing ſtrain, 
And praiſe my valiant friends in battle ſlain : 

Let their high tombs to future ages ſhow, 
That chiefs of mighty fame repoſe below. 
Then ſhall the children of the north behold, 
Where their forefathers fought in days of old. 
The hunter, as he treads his lonely wn, 5 
Awhile will ſtop, and deeply-muſing ſay; 

© FincaL and Swaran, chiefs of ancient days, 

Here bravely fought !*”” And thus recall our praiſe: 


The king replied ; To-day we live renown'd, 
And our great actions are with glory crown'd : 
To-morrow like a dream, or blaſt of wind, 
They'll fleet away, nor leave a trace behind. 

— 


( 168 ) 
We ſoon ſhall ceaſe to fire our troops to arms, 
No fields will echo to our loud alarms. 
Some future hunter, muſing o'er the plain, 


Will ſeek our mould'ring tombs, but ſeek in vain! 
Our names may flouriſh in the grateful hs; 

But all our ſtrength in arms will fade away! 
Ariſe, ye bards! whom thoughts ſublime inſpire, 
Pour the ſoft ſtrain, and touch the warbling lyre : 
On the ſweet ſound let night more ſwiftly fly, 
And morn with pleaſure gild the eaſtern ſky ! 


We gave the ſong; an hundred harps around, 
With quivering ſtrings accompanied the ſound. 
Wich beams of gladneſs Swaran's features glow ; 
s Returning joy diſpels the clouds of woe. 

As when thro' miſts that ſhade the filent night, 
The full-orb'd moon emits her ſilver light ; 


o Diſcuſſe umbre lux reddita menti eſt. Vinci 
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By flow degrees ſhe clears the gloomy ſcene, 
And rolls along in majeſty ſerene. 


When thus FincaL ; Say, where depreſt with grief, 
Far from his friends flies Erin's generous chief ? | 
Semo's brave ſon, like ſtars when clouds ariſe, 
In darkneſs ſets.-Sage Carril thus replies: 


In Tura's cave hs mourns, e with ſhame, 

His faded honor, and diminiſh'd fame. 
The ſword of battle that he us'd to wield, 

When glory crown'd him in the martial field, 

To thee he ſends; for like a ſtorm, thy might 
| Has driven the valiant, and conſum'd the fight. 4 

Fled is Cuchullin's glory, matchleſs king! 

Fled like the miſt before the whirlwind's wing. 
Take then, brave monarch ! take his beaming ford, 
For vaniſh'd is the fame of Erin's lord. | 


Ne'er 


( 1750 ) 

Ne'er ſhall Fincar, replied the hero, wield 
Cuchullin's falchion in th* embattled field. 
His fame ſhall flouriſh, and extend afar, 

For ſtrong and mighty was his arm in war. 
Oftimes the conquer'd are with glory crown'd, 
The brave may fall — but yet they fall renown'd. 
Let grief, O king! no more thy breaſt annoy, 
Forget thy ſorrow, and depart in joy. 

| How many heroes vanquiſh'd in the fight, 


Awhile have yielded to ſuperior might; 

Then, like the ſun behind a cloud aroſe, 
Regain'd their glory, and conſum'd their foes !— 
Fierce Grumal dwelt on Morven's echoing ſhore, 


Beſide where Cona's foaming waters roar. 
His dauntleſs ſoul rejoic d in loud alarms, 

In fields of laughter, and the clang of arms. 
| His ſhips, in Craca's ſounding bay he moor'd, 


To ſeize the daughter of its martial lord. 


om 


From the dark grove, where roſe the myſtic ring 
Of cragęy ſtones came Craca's fiery king. 
: Three days with equal force the chiefs engage, 
When Grumal fell boneath the monarch's rage. 


The ghoſts in midnight's ſolitary reign, 
| And gliding frequent round their ſtone of fear, 
Wich hollow ſhrieks affray the liſning ear. 


Craca's brave heroes ſunk beneath his might: 


He ſeiz d the beauteous maid immortal fame 
| The chief acquir'd, and glory crowns his name. 


the Trojan war, were nearly the ſame.—We find Ulyfles telling Eumzus, 


( 171 ) 


His foes with hard-ſtrain'd thongs the warrior bound, 
And then confin'd him, where the rocks around 


In magic circle roſe — there, oft complain, 


At length releas'd, he ſhone unmatch'd i in fight, 


We may find by this ſpeech of Fincar's, that acts of piracy, if 
| bravely executed, redounded rather to the credit, than diſgrace of the per- 
formers. That all the northern nations mentioned in Hiſtory acted upon 
this principle, ſeems to be pretty evident from their conſtant irruption into 
other kingdoms without a previous declaration of war, or giving any rea- 
fon for thoſe acts of hoſtility. The manners of the Greeks at the time of 


whoſe compaſſion he wanted to raiſe, * That he delighted in battle - that 
he procured riches by piracy, and gained eſteem and reverence among the 
Cretans on account of it.” Hom. Ody. B. 14. I. 220. Thucydides ob- 
ſerves, that in his time, the profeſſion of piracy was reckoned honorable 
in ſome parts of Greece. 

Ye 
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Ye hoary bards ! awake the ſtrain ſublime, 
And fing of heroes fam'd in ancient time. 
Strike, Ullin, to our praiſe thy tuneful ſtring, 
And cheer the ſoul of Lochlin's mighty king. 


He faid ; at once an hundred harps reſound, 
At once an hundred voices rife around 

Zut I no more ſhall hear the Poet's lays, 

No more ſhall liſten to my father's praiſe ! 

Sadly I muſe along our deſert ĩhore, 

But hear the harp, and lofty rain no more! 
In death's dark cave the hoary bard is laid. 

And great FINGAL a viſionary ſhade! 


Faint 1 in the eaſt appears the FRO of day, 
High Cromla glimmers to the trembling ray. 
Swaran's loud horn re-echoes thro' the plain: 
Silent and ſad towards the roaring main 
His warriors move; they looſe their whitening fails, 5 

And float like watry miſts before the gales. 


When 
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When thus Fincar ; Prepare the deer to chace, 
Call my fleet dogs to urge the rapid race. 
Let nimble Bran his ſnow-white boſom rear, 
And bounding Luath's ſurly ſtrength appear. 
Ryno and Fillan —ceaſe ye ſtreaming eyes! 
In the dark grave my lovely Ryno lies! 
Fillan, and Fergus, let my horn reſound 
| Theo! the dark wood, and pathleſs wilds around 
My brave companions ſhall with pleaſure hear, 
While ſtruck with terror pant the timorous deer. 


The loud blaſt echoed thro' the leafy wood; 
Before their king the ſons of Morven ſtood, 
From the fierce dogs the rapid deer in vain 
Bound o'er the hills, and ſweep along the plain. 
Three fell by Bran, which in the monarch's ſight 
He drew, to give the warrior's foul delight. 


One deer before the panting greyhound fell, 


Where Ryno ſlumber'd in his peaceful cell, 
| Fin CAL 
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FincaL beheld, his tears began to flow; 
Thus o'er the ſilent tomb he pour d his woe. 5 


See, where the foremoſt in the rapid race 
Sleeps in the grave, regardleſs of the chace ! 
Around thee ſoon the ſpiry graſs will riſe, 
Shade thy grey tomb, and mock enquiring eyes. 

In future times there will the feeble tread, 
Unconſcious, fearleſs of the mighty dead. 
Let us, my friends! ſeek Erin's mournful chief, 
Calm his vex'd Mind, and mitigate his grief. 
' Lo! Tura's walls before our ſight appear, 
And high to heaven their moſs-crown'd ſummits rear. 
Thro' the lone halls a ſolemn filence reigns ; 
No more they echo joy's enchanting ſtrains : 
For forrow clouds the mighty chief, whoſe praiſe 
They oft reſounded in his happier days. 
But ſay, O Fillan ! for the winds ariſe, 
Does Erin's leader meet thy father's eyes? 
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He thus replied ; Thy gallant friend appears, 
And forrow ſtampe upon his viſage bears. = 
Hail ſon of battle !—Thus with ns depreſt, 
The valiant chief his mournful ſpeech addreſt. 


Hail generous youth ! and heroes fam'd afar! 
All hall Po, great ate of the war! 
Thou, like the ſun, in one ſuperior round, 
While no companion of thy courſe is found, 

In ſplendor rolleſt—as the ſtars of night 
Shoot their bright rays, and ſhed their borrow'd light, | 
Thy ſons at diſtance emulate thy courſe ; 
Glorious their fame, and mighty is their force 
Noc thus, O king renown'd haſt thou beheld 
Thy friend in forrow quit the embattled field ; 
Not thus inglorious did I meet thy view, 
When from my rage the * world's proud monarch flew. 


* This alludes to ſome former battle, in which Cuchullin encounter'd 
the Romans.—The Roman Emperor is diſtinguiſhed in old compoſitions by 
the: title of King of the World. | | 


MACPHERSON. 


-- 
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To him, inſulting, Connan thus replied ; 
Great are thy words, and wor.:2us s thy pride 
Thou hapleſs leader of a vanquiſt'd hoſt ! 
Anfwer thy actions to the haughty boaſt ? 
Unaw'd by fear, by dangers undiſmay'd, 
Thro ſtormy ſeas we haſten to thy aid ; 
Thou ſeek*ſt the 1 cave; whilſt we oppoſe 
The adverſe hoſt, and Connan fights thy foes! 
Tongue · valiant chief, to me reſign thy arms; 
Thee, fame inſpires not, nor bright glory charms : 
Heroes to my ſuperior might ſhall yield, _ 
And Connan blaze the terror of the field ! 


Wich dark brow frowning, and with eves on fire, 
Indignant thus Cuchullin vents his ire. 


No chief in war renown'd &'er ſought to gain, 
(And had a thouſand ſought, it were in vaia) 
My flaming arms.—Weak boy ! I never fled, 
Till Erin's ſons lay mingled with fs dad 
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When ſternly thus Fixer. to Connan cried : 
Ceaſe thy proud vaunt, and curb thy idle pride. 
Know, thou inglorious youth, Cuchullin's name 
: Shall live forever in the voice of fame. 
Oft have I heard, O chief! the founding lay 
Proclaim thy proweſs in the deathful day. 
Haſte, fon of Semo! bid thy rowers ſweep 
With ſinewy arms the hoarſe-reſounding deep; 
| Till thy dark rocks, and waving woods ariſe | 
Like duſky miſts before their longing eyes. 
With pleaſure meet thy lov'd Bragela's ſight, 
Who, ue ſome rock's projecting height, 
| Thinks that ſhe hears thy * warriors cheerful ſound, = 
And rolls in vain her aching eyes around. 
High beats her heart; her waving treſſes flow 
In fable 2 round her breaft of ſnow. 


5 * The practice of ſinging when they row is univerſal among the inha- 


| birants of the north-weſt coaſt of Scotland, and the Ifles. It deceives 
323» | MAaCPHERSON. 


N Inceſſant 


— 


Inceſſant tears her roſy cheeks bedew, 
Till thou, her much-lov'd hero, meet her view, 


In vain ſhe waits, the mournful chief replies, 
Ne'er ſhall Cuchullin meet Bragela's eyes. 
How can I ſee my fair with grief depreſt, 
Mourn my loſt fame, and raiſe her throbbing breaſt | 
O king of Morven! till this ſhameful fight, == 


* 


Fame crown'd my deeds, unequaPd was my might. 


Again, replied the king, my valiant friend! 

Conqueſt and glory ſhall thy ſteps attend. 

As round ſome ſtately oaks aſpiring head, 

The waving boughs their leafy honors ſpread, 

Thy fame ſhall flouriſh.— Bring the ſlaughter'd deer, 
My ſons and for the genial feaſt prepare. 

With plenteous beverage let our ſhells o'erflow, 
Nor be the mighty ſoul depreſt with woe. 
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< feaſt was ſpread around ; which we prolong 
th cheerful words, and heart-enlivening ſong. 
Cuchullin's foul aroſe — with keen delight 


| He hears his praiſe, and recollects his might: 


Wit. aged Carril hoary Ullin fings : 


I often ſtruck the loud reſounding ſtrings, = 
And ſung of former wars, and chiefs of old— 


Of chiefs, whom I alas, no more behold! 


No dear companions of my youth remain, 


Sad, ofer their graves I pour the plaintive ſtrain l 


And catch from Lena' 8 heath th auſpicious gale. 


With tuneful ſongs we paſvd the night away, 
And haild with pleaſure the returning day. 


Fim ſtrode forth his martial troops before, 
} His huge lance glitter'd ofer the fandy ſhore. 
Behind him, bright in arms his numerous hoft, 
Like fiery vapors gleam'd along the coaſt. 


Spread, cried the monarch, ſpread each ſwelling ſail, 


N 2 The. 
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The troops with joy receive their king's comm. | 
They looſe their ſhips, and quit the fatal land. 
Swift from our ſight recedes the leſs'ning ſhore; 


Beneath our prows the foamy waters roar : 
Light o'er the ſwelling waves our veſſels bound, 
And with our ſongs the rocks and ſeas reſound. 
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